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. :f ' '• . ' . ' 

"The spirit of song has ever shed a benign 
influence over the soul of man, brightening 
up the fire of its energies, and warmii\g into 
Moom the flowers of its sympathies and 
affections. Oft has the magic numbers of 
Ihe lyre awakened into life the nobler feelings 
of our nature, which else might have slept 
inert, and hidden within th^ deep recesses qi 
Hie heart, like a faint lamp suspended in a 
Qi^ulchre, dpomed to give out but a languid 
ffickeruigdame, imseen, unfelt, and desolate. 
Pstory, sacred and profane, fiiUy illustiates 
Urn assertion. * 

r. The Psalma of David — ^and they are 
agproached with reveren{j^*rrthese glorious 
dSisions of the royal an^ devout poet im- 
iftrted fire t6 the mind, and vigour to the 
0BX of the descendant of Jacob. Piety, and 
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all itslioB^ attributes; brotherhood, and all its 
•spckt^fiaotiobs; courage, and all its sparkling 
* energies ;'^r the virtues which adorn hu- 
manity, were called into full eiristence by 
the animating tones, the glowing imagery, 
and the inspired eloquence of the Harp of 
Israel. 

Coming down to the European nations, we 
find the Chansons of the Er^di Troubadours, 
and the ballads <£ the minstrels of the British 
Islands actitig with great directing power 
on the pubhc ;mind and national cfaaaract^. 
The song of the troubadour in dulcet strams 
of glowing passion, breathing its hymns to 
love and beautyy imparteda romantic gatlein^ 
try to the people, for which their desceadanfe 
are eminently conspicuous; The veses df 
our national bards, the hkeditary. minstrels 
of baronial chiefs, those bold relators of tlfe 
trophies of. war and chase, . aroused by mfch 
animating ballads as Chevy Chase, the hearts 
of the men of old, keeping alive the spirit of 
feudal fealty, and inciting to deeds of note 
and enterprise. 

The lyrics which succeeded the ancient 
minstrels are adorned with imperishable 
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names; luminaries shone in the poetic hemis- 
ph^e. Shakspeare, who, from the rich mine 
of his poetic wealth, would sometimes scatter 
bright g^ns of sparkling song; from him, 
do^rn to , Moore, .'the, last and best of the 
lyric pojsts,^ whose fanae is identified with 
the unrivalled .ipusic of his native land; all, 
have led, and entranced lije hearts and sjm- 
pathi^ qi the ages in which they j won the 
trophic Qf immortal verse. y:. 

Amongst the modems we 'find famous 
instances of song. Dibden's sea songs have 
teided;m^re to infuse a spirit of order, and 
hjsXtfiPJi^ friendship for their messmates, 
amonggt British sailors^ than all the poercions 
of aU tie /admiraigr tiiat eyey paced the 
qi^trter-ijjack ev^ could have acooijaplished. 
Allan ilaipsiey's pastoraj; muse charmed the 
siDpiple , pe^j^antry of Scotland) winning them 
Wf^yfjrom tljLp.jpalously pf Glanfhips and 
feudal pyejujiices, to thoughts of] )oyg, friend- 
ship, tbi3.cptt^ey and the plou^j^ th^^ oh! 
then %1^ fiill and enthusi^tio j^ain of 
jLobert Surns, flpwing like a lark Kymu; — 
all;/m^pdy and nature— scattering in its 
soarings on the wings of inspiration, pride 
of nationahty, and love of fatherland. 

'^'— " = • ■ ;g,tized by Google" 
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These are the achievements of lyrical 
composition— these are the trophies of "the 
child of song/' 

The Orange Institution, from its peculiar 
organization, moral, poUtical, and social; 
and from the truth, devotion and heroism, 
which adorn its history, demands, and is well 
entitled to have its song of loyalty, its song of 
fraternity, and its glorious song of triumphs; 
of triumphs, not ephemeral or local, but 
historical and national. 

What is the grand purpose of history? To 
survey events in cause and effect; to derive 
lessons of wisdom from the appUcation of 
facts; and to look at the past, and provide 
for the future. It, therefore, behoves the 
Orangeman to know what were the efforts of 
his ancestors, why these efforts, and what the 
results. It behoves him to profit by what he 
learns, to imitate the bright examples of piety 
and firmness set before him, and to stand as 
a conservator of those rights and truths for 
which the protestant martyr, and protestant 
soldier laid down their lives at scaffold, fur- 
nace, and battle-field. 
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Impressed with these sentiments, and 
amdons to promote them in others, I appeal 
to my brethren through the medium of song, 
and in its language speak to those feelings of 
loyalty, morality, fraternity, and temperate 
festivi^ which characterize our order. I 
trust that the verse which attempts to cele- 
brate an historical event, which sings of 
bravery and triumph, may attain the desired 
consummation, to promote love for truth, and 
courage to defend it. The noble deeds of 
the revolutionary war of 168^, marked with 
the character of regular and soldier-like 
conflict, commands an admiration, and claims 
a eulogy, which I fear I have but too feebly 
expressed. But from the dreadful scenes of 
*98, blackened by savage aggression on one 
side, and dreadful retributive justice on the 
other, my heart turns with sorrow and dismay. 
In one instance only have I been provoked 
fi:om my silence; it will be found in a poem, 
suggested by reading the well-known stanzas 
beginning, ''Who fears to speak of '98?" 

Where an historical event has been epito- 
mized in song, or an eminent name adorns 
the verse, notes are appended, which, it is 
hoped, may be found useful and illustrative 
of the text. .....Gock. i 



6 PBEFACE. 



If the following page& are examined by 
the eye of criticism, I may tremble for the 
scrutiny; but let them be tested by principle, 
and I stand fearless, 

W.A. 
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1 In my heart' 1Aieire% a' fervem emolion. 

IRISH melodV. 
jljx — <<One Bumper at Parting/' (Irish Melody<p*-M oil Roe. 

. In my heart there's a fervent emotion^ 

Smce reason ibrst beamed on nry mind^ 
As a gem in the depths of the oeean^ 

In Ught of its own 'tis enshrined; 
like summer waves, shining and flowing. 

Or winter waveSy bounding idong. 
When thoughts come on rapid and glowing, 

My heart and my soul's in my; song. 

To friendship, when mirth filte the glasses, 

And wit flashes bright as the sun. 
And the sands of old time even passes, 

like diamond dust sparkling on; 
To beauty when youth fills the bowl up, 

And fancy's bright visions will throng ; 
When love calls the light of the soul up, 

My heart and my soul's in my song. 

And, oh ! when the chivalrous story 

Of Nassan conies bright o'er niy mind-^ 
His banner, his trumpet of glory, 

His brow with the laurel «Ditwined. 
When Derry the bosom inspires, 

When Boyi^e the proud feelings prolong; 
Oh ! then with the z^l of our sires, 

My h^art and my soul's in my song ! 

B 
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I've oft been asked. 

Aia— The Batde and the Breeze/' 

I've oft been asked by cnrions men, 

Whose spleen I well conld scan, 
To give a reason why and when 

1 am an Orangeman; 
And as from snch folks e'er to shrink. 

It never was my plan, 
I give them reasons, fair, I think. 

Why I'm an Orangeman. 

When Luther's lightnings crashed the Pope, 

A shrine he did erect, 
And holy men of grace and hope 

Its temple did perfect. 
And as our order^ link by link, 

Wiih Protestants began, 
That is a reason, fair, 1 think. 

Why I'm an Orangeman. 

When William's cannon roar'd aloud—* 

Its lightnings winged by fate. 
Then rose our Constitution proud. 

In Sixteen-eighty-eight; 
For it, upon destruction's brink. 

Our sires led on the van. 
And that's a reason, fair, I think. 

Why I'm an Orangeman. 

To guard that Faith, which, like the sun/ 

Is not of this world's light; 
To guard that Constitution won 

At Boyne's immortal fight; 
To purify from Popery's sinli^ 

To check rebellion's clan ; 
All these are reasons, fair, I think. 

Why I'm an Orangeman. 

■ TtiTnnhyriOOl'^ 
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To meet such hearts as here unite^ 

While joyous minutes pass, 
And hail the hour whose festal light, 

Now sparkles in our glass ; 
To them to fill, and fill and drink, 

Tho' life were but a span. 
That is a reason, fair, I think. 

Why I'm an Orangeman. 



3 Oh ! let US ne'er fbrget, men. 

Air— ** John Anderson my Joe." 

Oh ! let us ne'er forget, men, the struggles of the past 
Or let disgraceful apathy your energies o'ercast ; 
Remember him who stood for truth, triumphant and 

alone — 
The hero sent by Providence to guard Britannia's 

Throne. 

Yes; he was 3ent by Providence to work the will 

divine. 
As Sampson from the womb was sent to smite the 

Philistine ; 
As Gideon smote the Midianites, so William's might 

was shewn. 
The hero sent by Providence to guard Britannia's 

Tparone. 

Yes ; he was preordained for this, and thus invincible. 
For death and all its thousand shafts around him 

pointless fell ; 
He braved thro' sickness, raging seas, and fields with 

carnage strown — 
The hero sent by Providence to guard Britannia's 

Thuone. 

b2 
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And gallantlj and piously hia mission he achieved, 

And all the rights of Protestants he gloriouslj re- 
trieved ; 

His task been o'er, his soul took wing, and up to 
heaven flown. 

The hero sent hy Providence to guard Britannia's 
Throne. 

Then let us ne'er forget^ men, the struggles of the 

past, 
When William and his gallant men struck tjrannj 

aghast; 
Are ye their sons? — ^if so, unite — te William's cause 

your own. 
The hero sent by Providence to guard Britannia's 

Throne. 



The Golden Orange Lilly. ^ 

Aift — <*Nae look about the hooBe*" 

Of aU the flowers whose various^ hues 

Bedeck the summer bower. 
In moming sun and evening dews, 

Give me the Orange flower; 'i 

Its golden chalice spreading wide, 

When July's breezes fan, 
It blooms the emblem and the pride 

Of every Oia»geman. 

Then fill the cup 
Of friendship up, 

A flowing bumper fill ye, 
Here's the flower of Great Nassau, 

The Golden Orange Lilly! 

:g,tized by Google ' 
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The rose may teU the lover's vow, 
But love is oft deceit; 

The kurel decks the victor's brow> 
His faoore is oft a cheat. 

But "oh ! OUT liily— flower of truths- 
All other flowers ahove. 

For parple man atid Oraoge youth, 
Its motto— Truth aud Love ! 

Then fill the cup, &c. 



Soug of The Prince of Orange Lodge, 566. 

Air — "A famota man wits Robin Hoodl*' 

A famous man was he who Ibraved 
In battle field <eaoh ^Pc^ish plan, 
And ^i7h«n her banner, freedom, waved, 

The Prince of Onm^ led ^e van ; 
His dauntless coumge F^nce did own, 

And Spain and ilollaftd raised his fame ; 
And when 'her trmnpet fame had blown, 
«The Prince Of Omnge" was the theme. 
For a famous man was he who braved 

In battle field each Popish plan. 
And When her banner, freedom, waved. 
The Prince of Orange led the van. 

And when he came to ^edom's shore, 

To Englaad— ^vereignoftheNiravcis, 
He heard ieinridst the cannons' roar. 

That Britons never ik(pM be slaves. 
But when he came to Erin's Isle, 

The bold and tpue did roond Mm join. 
Who was it conquered Popish f:uile? 

"The iVince of Orange " at the Bojae. 

For a femoce man, &c, 

,d by Google 
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Come, brothers, let the social board, 

Have one enthusiastic bowl ; 
Let's pass the toast with one accord, 

'Twill warm the beart, and cheer the soul. 
"The Prince of Orange Ijodge" are we, 

Be this our toast with loud encore, 
Come, drink it, boys, with three times three — 

<^The Prince of Orange" evermore ! 

For a famous man, &c. 



The spirit that dwells at Florence Court. 

AiB— March in Norma. 

Hark! 'tis the voice of a spirit of light, 

A spirit whose hs^lo illumes the whole Island, 
March to the Protestant cause in your might. 
From city, from valley, from highland; 

Oh I thro' that spirit. 

May our deeds merit, 

Glory immortal, 

At freedom's portal; 
Led by the spirit that cause to support, 
The spirit that dwells at Florence Court, 

Brave Enniskillen marshall'd her youth. 

When Popish .Tames her towers surrounded. 
Oh! then the spirit of Protestant truth — 
The trumpet of liberty sounded ; 

Loud war notes thrilling. 
Ardour instilling. 
Bright weapons flashing, 
Troops on troops dashii^g; 
Led by tbat spirit which oft did exhort. 
The spirit that dwells at Florence Court 

Digitized by Google 
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Raise then the banner of Orange and Blue^ 

At Aughrim, Boyne, Limerick, Derr; victorious, 
Shonlder to shoulder, good men and true, 
Whose souls never slumbered inglorious. 
Up for the Altar, 
Hearts that ne'er falter, 
Up for the Throne too. 
Hearts that ne'er fear knew; 
Led bj the spirit to war-field and fort, 
The spirit that dwells at Florence Court. 



I 



7 The Throne and the Altar. 

Air— '< The Burial of Sir John Moore." 

Round our fair British isles leap the surge and the wai9 

To guard us kind heaven decreed them, 
Controlled by no power which nought can eiislave. 

Like the waves, we're the true sons of Freedom. 
Here dark superstition cannot cast her stings, 

Nor show forth her faggot or halter, . 
But the spirit of freedom sheds light from her Wings, 

Surrounding the Throne and the Altar. 

For fiuned Magna Charta our nobles have bled— ' 

The shackles of slavery tearing; 
And in glorj unfading they pass'd to the dead, 

The temple of liberty rearing. 
And there sits enthroned Victoria our Queen, 

No power on earth dare assault her; 
For the wisdom of ages for ever has been 

Surrounding the Throne and the Altar. 

''• ;g,tizedbyL.OOgle 
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For OBT Protestant Faith to the axe^were cdneiigned 

The martjrs, all virtuous and hoary, 
And in blood their pure spirits to hearen resigned, 

For the crowns which they now wear in glory. 
Contempt on the sword that could dumber in rust — 

Shame, shame on lhe=heart that could falter; 
Flash forth, if ye need must, ye swords of the jus^ 

Surrounding the Thrcme and the Altar. 



Hail to Great William. 

Am—" The Bay of Biscay." 

Arise, and join in chorus, r f 

Ye song of old True Blue, 
Great William's spirit o'er us. 
Protects .^ .obo^en ,f€fflr. 
He broke the Papist's chain, 
Nor let one link remam. 

Mfttchl^B;^ Wfts he, 
Who set us free. 
Hail to Gr^t WilliftPOi mth three times rtJwe?. 

At.Boyne's viqtoriops water, 
Te 5ons of old Tme Blue, 
Whose waves ran red with slaughter. 
And balls like hailstones flew. 
He beat the tyrant James, 
And checked rebellion's ^ames. 

Matchle^ was }te^ tee. 

At Aug^irim's plains, so iaipous. 

Ye sons of old True Blue, 
He beat the paltroon, Shasnus, ' 

And afll his Papist crew ; 
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He laidithem in the dust, 
'For (lod wfiu5 with the just. 

Matchless was he^ &c. 

JVt Londcfiiderrjt's towevs, 

Ye sons of old True Blue, 
Be^^ed |by fiendish ;p(vverGi, 
No siiefour Jvvfts in view; 
But «id:eMEie,|]p At kst, 
l*he hoosa was broke ^and past. 

Matchless was he, &c. 

vOtor Grange tree he planted. 
Ye -sons of old True Blue, 
True (hearts round it have panted. 
For it rains heavenly due ; 
For it our father's blood. 
Was 4hed ou ifield and £ood. 

Matchless vras he, &c. 
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9 Come, Cheer, Brothers, np. 

Written on the Revival of the Grand Lodge of Ireland, in 1837. 
Aia— " Come, Cbeeriipj-my ]»d«,^tis to glory we steer." 

Come, cheet/biothe«t,3ip,l0t (jnotir smileiaadjourlook 
Show thefgkw of those hearts which could never be 

shook; 
For the clouds of oppression, the scorn of the base. 
No longer slu^ taunt us, no longer disgrace. 

OHQftCS. 
The sons of King WilHam are teas Orangemen: 

Always ready. 

Watchful, steady. 
To fight and io owquer again and again. 
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Some men, hy that moonshine-expediency led, 
Doom'd our fair Institution to lie with the dead; 
But no; she but rested awhile in the shade. 
And now issues forth in fresh armour arrayed. 

The sQns of King Williain, &c. 

And that moment of rest brought its visions of bliss — 
Bright gleams of past times, and sweet solace for this; 
And the future thro' vistas of hope's fairy skies, 
Shows the glory where Nassau's red star will arise. 
The sons of King William, &c. 

Hail! hail! to those hearts who, so proudly that day. 
Stood up for our cause when 'twas doom'd to decay; 
When the son shew'd he had the true blood of his sire, 
And his spirit out-flashing in eloquent fire. 

The sons of King William are true Orangemen: 

Always ready. 

Watchful, steady, 
To fight and to conquer again and again. 



10 Raise the Song. 

ON KING WILLIAM'S BIRT%;DAY. 
Air— "Bll the bumper fair/' (Irish mdody<^Bob and Joan) 

Raise the song and say. 

Proudly we remember 
William's natal day — 

The glorious Fourth November; 
What so sweet as song, 

W^hat so trae expresses, 
Feelings hidden long 

In the heart's recesses! 
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CHORUS. 

Raise the song and say, 

Proudly we remember 
William's natal day— 

The glorious Fourth November. 

Say why are we met— 

Why this friendly greeting? 
Why our hearts are set 

On those moments fleeting? 
On this day was bom 

William great, whose thunder, 
Saved us when forlorn, 

And dash'd our chains asunder ! 

Then raise the song, &o. 

When fame enrolled his name. 

Amidst her glowing pages. 
She wrote in words of flame 

A tale for future ages; 
She traced his bright career — 

Unclouded and Victorious; 
A star along whose sphere, 

Was shed a lustre glorious. 

Then raise the song, &c. 

The powers of peijur^d James, 

Oar lives, our homes, our altar. 
Had doomed to war and flames, 

But Heaven made them falter. 
Great William's arm dash'd 

Aside their base endenvour ; 
At Boyne his lightning flashed. 

And laid them low for ever. 

Then raise the song, &c. 
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11 Orangemen up ! 

Written at the time of the babble of IdlS. 
Air — ** Croppies lie down.*' 
Orangemen up ! put Hepublicane down, 
Thej are raising tbeir heads against Royalty's crown, 
The/ are at the old gamey but they'll be in the dumps, 
For the rebels shall find we have got jdl the trumpg. 
Down, down, rebels lie down. 

Republican France — ^infidel and profane — 
Gave a cup, that to Royalty was not shani'pain; 
If rebels imagine it here must be quaffed, 
For them we've a l)umper of ffrapC'shot on draft, 
Down* down, &c. 

The French ^eem so "fHendly — ^how quiet their note, 
But they'd soon be a blood-thirsty fierce sans culotte; 
And we, too have knaves, for the tri-colored flag. 
But their "jEJrm^o-^rd^A" may be Erin go brag. 
Down* oowA, &c. 

The physical force of their bogs and their dykes ! 
1 care not a (hrawneen for five hundred pikes ; 
"The Saxon," they cry out^ ** we'll beat in a thrice," 
But you know noisy cats very seldom catch mice, 
Down, down, &c. 

Let the rebel but bring '98 to his view. 
Let the Frenchman but think how we won Waterloo; 
And then they'lladmit tho^ their farces were treble, 
That we care not a fig for pikc^ Frenchman, or rebel 
Down, 4aws^, &c 

For old England's throne, for the laws, for our faith, 
We'll stand in the breach, we vrill fight to the death, 
And show to the champions of Prance, tmd repeal, 
It is hard of digestion — an Orangeman'^ steel. 

Down, down, &c. 
^.H.„c;oogip 
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Fill the glass, let it pass^ grasp the hand that is true, 
Liet this be your toast — all je Orange and Blue — 
"Maj victory beam on the Williamite shield;" 
And onr war cry be this, should we rush to the field, 
Down, down, &c. 



12 Song of the OUhiidge Lodge, 597. 

Air-"" The Days we went a gypsying/ 

King William and his merry men came up to Old- 
bridge town. 

And made the glorious First July a daj of great re- 
nown; 

Beside the Bojne he pitched his tent, which made 
his men rejoice. 

Their kettle-drums and brazen trumpets answering 
^ to his voice; 

O'er everj heart his spirit shed an animating glow. 

The day tbej fought at Oldbridge town a long while 
ago. o 

Then up arose a mighty host, led on by old King 

James, 
A glittering field of gleaming steel they brought to 

aid their schemes; 
The Irish serfb, with Sarsfield bold, who led a h6st 

uncouth. 
And Frenchmen full of chivalry, led on by brave 

Saint Ruth ; 
But, oh ! they wanted that within which sanctifies a 

blow, 
The day they fought in Oldbridge town a long time 

ago. 

:gitizedbyG00S[e 



THE ORIGINAL 



^T 



then thej met contending foes — a fierce tu- 
nkuoua throng, 
The ^mbng roar'd> sword flashed to sword^ and man 

^f^bve man along; 
Like ocean waves when tempeat-toss'd, and storms 

their fury wage — 
The tide of battle swept along impetuous in its rage. 
But victory bless'd the Protestants to crush the Papist 

foe, 
The day they fought at Oldbridge town a long time 
ago. 

hi^ . . 

Thc« 3ome, ye sons of Oldbridge Lodge, a hamper 
filltotfell, 

How mv^ . ye prize the memory of men wh(f fdught 
sowSf*, 

Who fought aijd bled, and nobly died, their father- 
land to %ave 

From hood'd monk, from subtle priest, from syco- 
phantic slave; 

And to the glorio\is J^ipst July another glass shall 



The day they fought at Oldbridge town a long time 
ago! 



13 Come join in Festrre Song. 

AiK— "WhUe the Southern Bieezes play.' 

Come join in festive song, 
Come fill the goblet higher ; 
Great William's fame 
' This night proclaim 
. In peals of Chrange fire ! 
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His gl<»iou8 memorj 

Shall have a glorious bowl; 

The ruby cup 

Shall sparkle up. 
The merrj chorus roll. 

CHORUS. 

Come join in festive song. 
Come fill the goblet higher; 
Great William's name 
This night prcKlaim 
In peals of Orange fire! 

'Tis beautiful to see 

Our Orange sashes shine, ^-^ 

With purple hue, 
With old true blue. 
Upon our bosoms join; 
Encircled round the boards 
What beautj they impart. 
And William's face. 
Bright medals trace, 
Which cling unto the heart. 

Come join, &c. 

Oh! such a night as this. 
Gives joy unto the soul, 
When Orangemen 
Know where and when 
To speak without control. 
Come, brother, give your hand, 
Here's glory to your hue. 
The baud and grip. 
The heart and lip. 
Which ever will be true. 

Come join> &<5- 

'" .gitizedbyL^OOgle 
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The Protestant Queens of England. 

AiB— « God save the Queen." 

Britannia was ever found, 
With greatest glory crown'd, 

When Queens did reign; 
Proudly does history tell, 
How hostile nations fell, 
Hailing our Royal belle. 

Queen of the Main. 

Fame, with her trumpet breath. 
Tells how Elizabeth 

Vanquished proud Spain; 
When the Armadas boast, 
Bore down upon our coast, 
Her lightning dash'd their host, 

Queen of the Main. 

Mahy— King William's bride, 
l^ary — King William's pride; 

In her was seen 
Wisdom to guard his right. 
Virtue unstained and bright ; 
luOve did their hearts unite, 

Queen of the Main. 

Glorious on history's page. 
Shines Anne's augDStine age, 

Mark Blenheims plain; ^ 
France, there was forced to yield. 
Crouching to Anne*s bright shield. 
Queen of the well-fought field, 

Queen of the Main. 
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Stars of undjing lightt 
Stars of the victor figbt, 

Bright and serene; 
Stars of the might j dead. 
Oh! ma J jour infiaence shed, 
light on Victoria's head, 

Ood save the Queen. 



15 The Orange and Purple for ever. 

SONG FOR AN ANNIVERSARY DINN8R. 

AiB— *< A bumper of Burgundy." 

If ever our hearts felt the social delight. 

Which brotherly ties shed around. 
Oil! may it more warmlj cheer us to night, 
Be love with festivity crowned; 

Wlule each heart and each cup. 

Is with pleasure filled up. 
Be mirth each kind brother*s endeavour. 

And o'er the gay glass. 

Let this sentiment pass, 
Here's the Orange and Purple for ever! 

Here social we sit at our annual feast, 

Great William's the sun of our centre. 
And the circle we form by loyalty's traced. 
Into it no Papist dare enter; 
And such sparkles of wit, 
In the brain shall be lit. 
To ni^ht that for day we'U need never; 
Then o'er the gay glass, &c. 

c • 
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Oh! sweet to enjoj suoli an hour as this. 
As the spi^Dg in the desert refreshing; 
And the Orangeman tells forth how keart felt his blias. 
With one, two^ three, four, in succession ; 
And firm as a rock, 
We're proof to each shock. 
Though dislojaltj's waves try to sever ; 
Then o'er the gajr glass, &c. 



To William's Name sound trumpet praise. 

Air — ^**Rule Britannia." 

To William's name sound trumpet praise, 

Who checked dark Poperj's vulture wing. 
To him jour tuneful voices raise, 
And thus your Orange anthem sing — 
**Hail! glorious, pious, immortal memory 
Of Great King William, who set us free." 

The nation lay in gloom and woes. 
For Popery shed its withering blight. 

Till Nassau's star for us arose. 

And gave the land to Freedom's light. 

Hail! glorious, &c. 

Ye valiant sons of martial sires, 

Who fought when rebel foe»did jmn, 

Sing ! while tlmir deeds your bosom fires. 
Glory to him who won the Boyne ! 

Hail ! glorious, &c. 

His lofty mind with wisdom stor'd, 

Illum'd th» councils of the just; 
His chivalry, his flashing sword, 

Dash'd down thft Papist to the dust. 

Hail r glorious, &c. 
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17 Throng Erin's Isle when Popish guile. 

AiB— <*An»y Croker." 

Through Erin's Isle, 

When Popish guile 
Went hand in hmd with treason ; 

And peijured James— 

With sword and flames, 
Life, liberty, did seize on. 

Then William, brave, 

Our rights to save^ 
Came o*er with might and power; 

And love's expressed, 
' When on our breast. 

We wear his golden flower. 

Oh,theLiU7! 

The glorious Orange Lilly; 
Flower that blends 
Ten thousand friends. 

The glorious Orange lALly ! 

The shamrock green 

In March iff seen. 
Its leaves with dew-drops kiss'd all ; 

It sparkle's bright, 

In morning's light, 
like emeralds set in crystal. 

But, oh, its leaves 

Are soird by knaves. 
The demagogue and prater; 

It decks the hat 

Of Democrat, 
Oi bigot, and of traitor. 

c2 
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ButtheLill/! 

The true, the Orange lillj! 
Blooms alone, 
For Altar, Throne, 

The golden Orange Lilly ! 

And, oh, for ns. 
Not falselj thus. 

The flower of Nassau shineth ; 
Its golden hue. 
Like gold, is true, 

Its sons no test declineth ; 

With heart and hand, ' 
Tike rocks to stand 

Against each base offender; 
Three magic words. 
Breathe on our swords-— 

•< William— No Surrenderl*' 

Oh,theLm7! 

The glorious Orange Lilly ! 
William's fame 
Asserts our claim 

To wear the Orange Lilly! 



18 The Banner of Orange and Blue. 

Aia— << Behold the Britannia." 

Behold our bright banner of Orange and Blue, 

The flag of the brave and the free. 
In the wild rage of conflict no foe could subdue 
The standard of loyalty. 

Like the wings of an angel of light. 
Unsullied it waves free and bright, 
And where danger and death the warrior imperill'd. 
The banner of Orange and Blue was unforrd. 
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See her star-spaDgUd banner, Colombia advance 

But tbe slave-whip has sallied its pride ; 
And the tri-colour'd flag of Republican France, 
With the blood of its victims was djed. 
Bat Britannia — the Queen of ^e sea. 
Her flag is the flag of the free ; 
And when her fierce light* nings on tyrants were hurrd^ 
The banner of Orange and Blue was unfurl'd. 

The red sword of battle no more now doth wave. 

And long maj it sleep in its sheath ! 
As a trophj it hangs in the halls of the brave, 
Adom'd with victory's wreath. 

But should it again in its might, 
Flash forth in die cause of the right, 
Oh! then will be seen to the gaze of the world. 
The banner of Orange and True Blue unfurl'd. 



19 Nine Cheers for the Orangeman's Love. 

AiB*— '< Nine cheers for the girls that we loye." 

Fill, fill the wine cup to beaut/ and youth, 

"Tis a toast worth ambrosial dew, 
And drink to the daughter of Protestant truth, 

The maid of the Orange and Blue; 
A wreath her feir brow &th encircle. 

And gracefully there are combined, 
Love's roses with beauty's soft myrtle. 

And bright Orange lilies entwin'd. 

Then the toast, then the toast, be dear woman. 

Let the breasts of the True Blues approve, 

Then the toast, then the toast, be dear woman. 

And nine cheers for the Orangeman's Love. 

Hip, bip, hip, hip, hurra> 

Hip, hip, hip, hip, hurra, 

And nine cheers for the Oj^gemans Love. 
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In her smile there is hope, in her step there is life. 

In her laugh there is joung joj and mirth ; 
In her heart is true love, and her sweet lip is rife 

With the richest of jojs upon earth. 
And should danger assail her hrave lover. 

She'd watch him through fire and through flood. 
And stand, altho' death round should hover. 

As the women of Derrj once stood. 



Then the toast, &€. 



20 Song Of the Royal Addaide Lodge, 1679. 

Aia— *' The flag that braTed a thousand yeara.*^ 

In despot lands the golden throne, 

And bigot altars shine ; 
But England's radiant crown alone 

Is placed on Freedom's shrine. 
And in that glorious iHadem, 

A jewel is inlaid, 
., And none more prized that precious gem. 

Than Rojal Adel^de. 

lliat gem is Orange principle, 

Bj Adelaide confessed; 
And truth could ne'er more purely dwells 
• JThan shrined in woman's breast 
Then round the fisdr with hearts combine^ 

If rebels dare invade. 
Ye sons of Sixteen-sevetj-nine, 

The Royal Adelaide. 
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21 The Oates of Londonderry. 

AiB—" The Death of Nelaon/' 

RKCITATIVB. 

On Detty^B walls once stood a gallant few. 
Whom famine^ war» disease, could not subdue ; 
Long raged the seige, and as each bold defeuder. 
Gave np the ghost, he sighed forth <<No Surrender. 

'Twas when the wintr/ blast 
ItB chill J horrors cast, 

In gloomj dark December; 
Then came wteh Taunting boas^ 
King James and all his hosty 

Crying « Deny ! now Surrender' ' ! 
BntxVaiii were all their Popish arts, 
The gates were shut bj gallant heaiiB, 

Who shouted << We dont fear ye." 

CHORUS. 

'tbevL hail to them who linked their fates. 
The 'Prentice bojs who shut the gates — 
The gates of Londonderr/! 

Now lightnings flash around, 
And quick the balls rebound 

Above the embattl'd wall ; 
Red war, with fiery breath, 
Cast pestilence and death. 
And gallant men did falV 
But vain was all their cannons' flash. 
For Popish James could never dash 

These hearts with high hopes cheery, 
Then hail to them, &c. 
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Though famine's wolfish tooth 
Pre/d on both age and jouth ; 

Though spectre-like thej walk'd. 
Serene the/ look'd the while ; 
Though ghastlj ^as the smile. 
Which James's furj mock'd; 
Though war and hunger filFd the grave. 
Their hopes were still that God would save — 
Those hearts now sad and drearj. 
Then hail to them, &c. 

At length when death had spread 
Ks black wings o'er their head, 

With war, and want, and toil; 
Now hope their minds employ. 
The gallant ship Monntjoj, 

Comes bounding up the Fojle, 
With swelling sail and towering mast ; 
The boom is broke, the dangers past, 

^d now brave hearts are merry. 
Then hail to them, &c. 

22 Song of the (tii^f n!tt fl^ i i Tm i ignj r^ 

Ai&-s^^® bonnets orer the border/ 

Rise, rise,> 

Rise for the cause that is famous in storjr^ 
And when the bwiner of battle flies, 

Stand up, <*Tfie Queen's Own,** for Protestant glory ; 

Mountain and shady glen. 

Oft has seen Orangemen 
Stand for the Truth, the Throne, and the Altar ; 

And if to war again, 

Trumpets shall sound, oh ! then 
<<The Queen's Own" will rush on the rebel assaulter. 

'. ' niMhfC^OO,^k„ 
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Rise, rise, Ei^teen-n6i:^ht-eigbt, arise, 

Rise for the Cause that is famous ia stoij ; 
And when the banner of battle flies. 

Stand up <<Qaeen's Own'' for Pxotestant glorj 

Mark how history has the name 

Of Queens of Old England for ever victorious; 
Great Elizabeth-— monarch of mighty fame; 
Anne, with her Marlborough, martial and glorious 
And Mary with William true- 
Queen of the Orange hue, 
Film to the Cause against Popish endeavour; 
Oft did the Papists rue. 
When the quick bullets flew. 
Which at Boyne's water laid them low for ever ! 

Rise, rise, ^c. 

Come, then, flU up a bumper high. 

Fill to the Queen Victoria, victorious, 
Here's to her glory, in triumph and chivalrr. 
Give it out zealous, and give it sonorous! 
Oh ! may Victoria's reign 
Be free from Popish stain, ,. 
Free from expediencff*$ base innovation ; 
Queeii of the botmdless main. 
Foe to the bigot's chain, , 
Queen of a loyal and Protestant nittfonw^ 

Rise, rise, &o. 



23 I really must give my protest 

AiR-^'' I never says nothing to nobody." 

I really must give my protest 

Against toasting, hozzas, songs, chorusses; 
Double X, punch, laughter and jest. 

Such things must bring discredit over us. 
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Bat give me the new moral few. 

Who never attempt to get 90 and sOy 
Despising the convivial crewi 

So a teetotal mote must be all the go. 

When all closed, for fear of a congh, 

Fm bid to go home and not do ill, sir ; 
So I put on my hat and walk off. 

And go home to my wife and drink gruel, At. 
So frigid my manner, mj face — 

She says I'm an iceberg from head to toe. 
And for that night I'm quite in disgracey 

And a teetotal move is not then the go. 

But some have a sneaking regard Tcheeri 

For tlie sweet nights thejVe echo'd each other's 
And think it is reaUj too hard, [dear. 

That young men must walk home to their mothers 
Oh ! sweet 'tis the evening to crown, 

With full hearts, and full bumpers all aglow; 
But indeed these things must be put down, 

For a teetotal move must be all the go« 

Yet often when husinets is closed, 

I'm forced to go off on the sly, of course. 
To a tavern, where oft I'm opposed, 

And with Papists I mix, by the bye, of course. 
Perhaps a rash word may be said, 

WMch provokes from the Papist a heavy blow; 
I've no brother to stand to my aid, 

Yet a teetotal move must be all the go. 

Extremes are all bad, 'tis confess'd— « 
Teetotals are chalk*d heavy on that score; 

And a middle course surelj is best. 
To take a kind glass, or o^e bumper more. 
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But I mast hide the devil in the dark, 

Leave my own^ and drink deep in a place I know 
Far ^way from the sons of the "Mark," 

As a teetotal move must he all the go. 



24 A Boyal Salute. 

Air— "A Pilgrim blight and jolly.'* 

Give me hut a friend and a glass, hojf^ 
And rU tell jon what 'tis to he gaj ; 
I reallj must think him an ass, boys, 
Who'd shrink from this table away. 
Give me but an honest, gay fellow, 
Who's pleasanter when he gets mellow» 

With a royal salnte and huzza, boys, 
A royal salnte and huzza! 

When Popery's chains did bind us. 

King William set us free; 
When monkery tricks would blind us, 
The Protestant said, <*I must see:" 

To Pope, King James, and Pretender, 
Our sires cried out, " No Surrender!" 

With a royal salute, &c. 

For the Crown, and the Cause, we have won, boySj 

Achievements which ncme can surpass; 
For the Crown I will stand to my gun, boys. 
To the Cause I now fill up my glass. 

The Queen has my loyal subjection, 
Mr brother fl my heart's true aflfeetion. 

With a royal salute, &c. 

_^^^^^____.^_^,..___,_ jitjTfih-rinnv — ■ 



THE ORIGINAL 



Then fill np jotur sparkling glasses. 

But let us be temperate tooy 
And pitj those teetotal asses, 

Whom all social jojs would subdue. 

And this be our toast ere we sever — 
Maj the Orange Cause flourish for ever! 
With a rojal salute, &c. 



While round the Festive Cup. 

Air— <• The British Grenadiers." 

While round the festive cup, bojs, 

We scatter friendship's flowers, 
I fill a bumper up, boys, 

And hail these smiling hours; 
Sweet is the spell we've here, hoya, 

And bright its golden chain, 
And that I think's a reason fair, 

To take my glass again. 

And when our charter toast, bojs — 

"The glorious memory," 
The watchword of our host, boys, 

The motto of the firee ; 
When given from the chair, boys, 

In loud exulting strain, 
I think that is a reason fair, 

To take my glass again. 

And when you give with "fire," boys- 
The fame which Derry won ; 

When fought the bleeding sire, boys, 
When fought the famish'd son. 
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The men whom death could dare, bojs, 

Their freedom to obtain, 
I think that is a reason fair. 

To take my glass again. 



But when yon toast the strife/ hojs. 

Of Anghrim's battle field, 
Where life was bonght with life, bojs, 

Before brave men would jield. 
That victory so rare, boys. 

Fought on old Aughrun's plain, 
Gives me, I think, a reason fair. 

To take my glass again. 



And when you give the **Boyne," boys — 

The crowning fight of all ; 
Where royal foes did join, boys, 

To conquer, or to ML 
His flag Nassau did rere, boys. 

And fame did him sustain. 
And that I think's a reason Mr, 

To take my glass again. 



The sweetest hour I pass, boys^ 

I brightly pass with yon; 
My heart is like my glass, boys, 

'Tis full, and warm, and true. 
Now here's my toast sincere, boys— 

'* Success to Orangemen;" 
And that I think's a reason fair, 

To take my glass again. 
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26 She breathed a Song. 

Writttn <m hMiing a Udy sine «« Oft i« the Stilljr Nigh V and 
of the author's Orange Songs. 

Air— ^,The Harp that once t)iroagh Tara*s Hallt.*' 
She breath'd a song, 'twas pensive, bland, 

'Twas Moore's impassion'd tone; 
**The poet of all circles, and 

llie idol of his own!" 
Then scenes long pasa'd« o'er memory swept. 

When jroong hearts did rejoice^ 
And thoughts which long in silenoe slept. 

Awoke to that sweet voice* 

Again> again, she breath'd the song, 

Achievements to rehearse, 
And as her lingers swept along. 

Gave spirit to the verse. 
Oh proudlj then did true hearts feel, 

When woman's voice did Join, 
And blend her softness with their zeal, 

To sing of glorious Boyne! 

*Tis sweet to place on victory's brow 

The wreath hy beautj wove^ 
'Tis sweet at eve the whisper'd vow, 

Breath'd soft by woman's love. 
And sweet, oh sweet, the dear reward, 

Dear until life grow« dim, 
When b^uty crowns the simple bard. 

And sings his Orange hymn! 



Song of tHe Cumberland True Blue Lodge, 1738. 

Ain— "The Glasses sparide." 
Beholct Vithin the rainbow bright. 

Our Colors plain to vie^, * 

An arch of variegated light " ' 

Traced upon heavenly blue ; 
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In golden Orange 'tis arrayed — 
King William's glorious hue; 
And purple light, 
Its tints unite, 
It is the old "True Blue." 

Green is the earth, we o'er it march, 

And tread it under foot; 
Blue is the sky, the azure arch, 

Where stars their lustre shoot. 
Some stars are sapphire, some are red^ 
Some gold, some silver too, 
Buf brighter far 
The purple star. 
It-is the old *< True Bhie." . 

Wheii to the Boyne great William led 

The Pi^ists to subdue; 
His British Greoadiers imre red. 

His Dutch Guards they were blue. 
And red and blue if thus you blend. 
They make a purple hue, 
1^ foe can dash 
The purple sash— • 
It- is the old **True Blue." 

Ye " Cumberland True Blues," our theme 

Must in a bumper pass, 
And ©'er our cup breathe William's name. 

Do honor to the glass. 
Our name is typed in heaven's own Hght, 
Where stars their lustre strew ; 
Be this our toast. 
Our pride, our boast— 
"The Cumberland True Blue." 

I ' ' " ' ' 
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28 Te Orangemen of Ireland. 

Aim — '* T« Gentlemen of England who live at home at 
Ye Orangemen of Ireland, 

Who guard our ancient rights. 
Whose fathers bore Old England's flag 

Amidst a thousand fights; 
Uphold the glorious name they've lef^ 
These chiefs and veterans hoar. 
And be true 
To the hue 
Which your Orange fathers wore, 
When they hailed the trumpets' brazen blast, 
And thundering cannons' roar! 

There is no need their deeds to tell. 

To ask the poet's theme. 
For history's immortal page 
Has chronicled their fame. 
And yet 'tis sweet in lyric verse, 
To tell it o'er and o'er, 

While the muse 
Shall infuse 
.A fire through every pore. 
Like to the trumpets' brazen blast. 
And thunderii^ cannons' roar ! 

It was in sixteen-eighty-eight, 

For violated laws; 
For frampled rights, for holy faith, 

For outraged freedom's cause. 
Uprose the Protestants to arms, 

And called from Holland's shore, 
That great chief. 
Whose relief. 

Our Papal bondage tore. 
When blew the truinpets^ brazen blast, 

And thundering cannons roar. 
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Then coward James fled off to France — 

But mischief did not lag; 
For soon in Ireland he thought 

To plant his perjured flag. 
He came, he came with marshal chiefif. 

And men in tho^ands more ; 
And his hrand. 
O'er the land 

Did desoladon pour; 
Then blew the trumpets' brazen blasti 

And thundering cannons roar ! 

Oh ! then the spirit of our sires, 

At Hillsborough did unite ; 
The valiant Enniskilleners 

Rushed eager to the fight. 
At Aughrim^ Limerick, Cork, Athlone, 

Their battle^out did soar. 
And the fire 
Of their ire, 

Its lightning flash did pour ; 
When blew the trumpets* brazen blast. 

And thundering guns did roar ! 

At Derrj's walls its martjrs braved 

Pale famine and red slarighter; 
And Orangemen fought, bled, and won 

At Bojne's ensanguined water. 
And thus from castle, tower, and town, 
From vallej, hill, and shore, 
The true 
Sons of blue 
Drove (he Papist ^ before; 
When blew the trumpets' brazen blast. 
And thundering cannons roar ! 

o 
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Come let us join li6art, hand, and roice, 

Fill to the goblet's brim ; 
And as our sires crushed tjrannj. 

Let us sing Freedom's hjmn. 
Oh Liberty ! whose holy torch 

Was lit at shrines of y0re ; 
In thj light 
We'll unite 

Round the Altar we adore, 
When we hear the trumpets' brazen blasts 

And thundering cannons' roar ! 



29 A Maiden had three lovers. 

Air—" Lucy Long." 

A maiden had three lovers — 

Enthusiastic beaus ; 
When three their mind discovers, 

'Tifft rather hard to chose. 
Her brow with beaut/ glowing, 

A wreath oi roses grac'd, 
An Orange sash was flowing, 

Around her charming waist. 

Her eyes, depend upon it. 
So black; bewitching, bright, 

Would fas€iinate Mahomet, 
To worship at their light. 

To one, who wa3 a Papist, 

She tum'd up her aose ; 
She held his love the cheapest 

Of any of her beaus. 
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She said "'twere deep transgression 
To haunf corruption's glens; 

You'd brin| me to confession, 
And filthy Peter Dens.** 

Oh! what a charming girl, 
In what a pouting fit. 

Her prettj lip did curl, 
And scorn the Jesuit 

Her second sighing lover— 

A Protestant — did sue ; 
In him she did discover 

Some sparks of what was true ; 
But said— "for Whig, for Torj, 

And for Repeal jouVe been ; 
So changeable your story, 

I fear your judgment's ^reen" 

Though maidens oft change color. 
From pale to rosy hue. 

They hate a changing lover, 
Now yellow, green, or blue. 

But, oh ! her favor'd suifaor 

In Orange sash arrayed, 
With grace he did salute her, 

And soft the words he said. 
She found him no pretender, 

She read his brow, and there 
Was written "I^To Surrender;" 

That motto won the fair! 

Come fill, for beauty pleading— 
My wit now tries a flash ; 

Here's to the charming maiden, 
Who loves the Orange sash! 

:g,tlzedbyG00^IC 
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30 Song of the Williamite Lodge. 1234. 

Air—" Here's a health to them that's awaV 

Here's to him who led on for the Canse, 

llie Cause of Protestant right ; 
Whose name is written on history's page. 

All glorious, unfading, and bright 
<* William — Immortal/' whose name 

Shall live while the Sun shews his light; 
And he who would stand up for King William's fiune, 
Is called after him— « Williamite/' 

Hurra for the Williamites true. 
Hurra for the Williamites true. 
Who boldly unfurled. 
Abroad to the world, 
The banner of Orange and Bine. 

Here's to them who fought for the Cause — 

The Cause of Altar an4 Home, 
Who conquered at Derry, ^t Aughrim, and Boyne, 

The priest-ridden bigots of Rome | 
And shoulder to shoulder they stood, 

And true hearts did boldly xmite, 
And the soul in its zeal thro' fire* and thio' flood. 

Flashed forth as a true «* Williamite." 
Hurra, &Cv 

Here's to us who stand for the Cause — 

The Cause of Victoria's Throne ; 
And the loyal fidelity shewn in our sires, 

In us their descendants is shewn. 
And if a true heart to the Cause, 

Should greet us by day or by night. 
His hand we will grasp, and sing his applause. 

And call him a true ^ WiUiamite." 
Hurra, &c. 
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The Zodiac. 

Air— "Bums* FarewelL" 
lio! where the aznre arch expands. 

Where sol the gates of light nnbarsi 
Astronomj^'e high temple stands, 

Amidst the ever glowing stars; 
And he who would approach the shrine. 

Must know each planet, trace its track ; 
He must know each celestial sign-^ 

He must know all the Zodiac. 

And at the porch stands dentinel, 

A prudent sage in thoughtful mood. 
Who tiles the door, and will repel 

The vulgar fodf who would intrude. 
For some have studied falling stars, 

And meteors lost in vapours black ; 
Oh, they are falfee astroiiomers. 

They never knew the Zodiac, 

A jouth approached, and entrance soughti 

The sage bid Mm the stars define; 
But he, the science neer was taught, 

He knew no name, or word^ or sign. 
*«Away, thou false one," cried the sage, 

"Thou'rt one of that ignobled pack, 
Who never read the mjstic page, 

Who never knew the Zodiac" 

Another youth knock'd at the gate, . 

Who took his lessons from the wise ; 
He knew whj lesser stars await 

On greater glories of the skies. 
'*Come in, come in,*' the guardian cries, 

** True men like jou should not stand back ; 
Thoult ne'er betrat/ the mysteries. 

You love too well the Zodiac^' [^ 
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I'll give a toast, and I prefer 

My native glass to foreign wine ; 
<« Here's to the true astronomer 

Who knows the system and the sign r 
Whom I have tried, and found him jusk. 

Who'd sooner suffer on the rack, 
Ere he'd betray his mystic tritst. 

The man who knows the Zodiac T* 



32 The Orange Rosette. 

Air — ^** My own Blue Bell." 

My beautiful maid who all others eclipse, 

Said "jes," when 1 ^ked her to grace our soiree; 

Oh dearer to me that sweet word from her lips. 
Than the first summer-rose is unto the joung bee. 

And I told her *< true spirits beyond all compare. 
For love and for loyalty there would be met;" 

And she whisper'd bewitching, my beautiful fair, 
You must wearon that evening an Orange Rosette.* 



i^ 



Her own gentle fingers the ornament made, 

Where Orange and Purple their tints did impart ; 
And I whisper'd, as with it my breast she array'd, 

"YouVe given a Rosette, but you've stolen a heart." 
Her reply was a glance, and an innocent smile, 

Oh ! it was not the smile of a laughing coquette, 
And [ gazed on her beautiful lips all the while 

That she pinn'd on my bosom the Orange Rosette. 

Away then we flew to the festival hall, 

Decorated with banners, and lustres, and flowers. 

And bright eyes, and wine cups, and wit flashing, all 
Shed light on the wings of the gay laughing hours; 
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And the Orangeman's song, and tlie rapturous dance 
Of beaut J and jouth I shall never forget; 

But> ohy above all^ was the smile and the glance 
Of my beautiful maid of the Orange Rosette. 



33 Britaonia's Wreath. 

Air—** When Vulcan forged." 

Britannia's high imperial brow! 

What glories round her shine, 
More bright than all the diamond glow 

Of rich Golconda's mine ; 
But so much light to soften down, 
The goddess Flora wove a crown 
Of flowers for England's majesty- 
Britannia! Sovereign of the Sea! 

The goddess wove the chaplet fair 

Of many a .blooming flower ; 
These gems of spring whose parents were 

The sunbeam and the shower. 
And there she blended dil with smiles-— 
The emblems of the British Isles^ 
And types of England's chivalry, 
. Britannia! Sovereign of the Sea! 

With laurel leaf the crown she weaves, 

Of Waterloo bespoke; 
And Trafalgar gave oaken leaves— 

The leaf of British oak. 
And there was England's blushing rose, 
And Scotia's thistle, arm'd for foes; 
And Erin's shamrock twined for thee, 
Britannia ! Sovereign of the Sea ! 
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Then Lojalt j with winga of light, 
. One flowret fair would join ; 
It was the Orange Lillj bright — 

The Lilly*of the Bojne. 
Britannia saw its golden hne, 
And hail'd the flower of old True Bln^— 
The emblem of true loyalt j, 
Britannia! Sovereign of the Sea! 

Long may she wear the golden crown, 

Ekieircled with that wreath ; 
Maj glory shed her lustre down. 

May fiuth its incense breathe. 
Come, Brother Orangemen, stand up. 
And fill the sparkling festive cup, 
And give this toast with three times three — 
« Britannia 1 Sovereign of the Sea!" 



34 Song of the "No Sorrender* I^odge, 170& 

Aim-'^Hiurty^liiC* 

When our wres all ardent pour'd on t6 the field. 
With banner^ and plumage, and folchioo, and shield. 
With the patriot's zeal, the warrior's deep vow, 
And the blood of the heart rushing up to the brow ; 
And the Knights clad in steel, with their plumes 

waving higb, 
Like the foam on the surge when the tempest is nigh; 
To the trumpet's shrill blast, all regardless of life. 
For glorious old England they rush'd to the strife, 
l^outing out, shouting out "No Surrender!" 

When Henry the FiMi led his Knights of the hnce^ 
And swordsmen and archers to conquest in Fiance ; 
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When Marlborough Iq Finders our standard unforrd; 
And Blenheim his glorj proclaimed to the world; 
When Nelson^ our sea-god, our bright ocean star. 
Fought, dpng triumphant at famed IWalgar; 
When Welli^on conquered at Waterloo's field; 
All, all. bore this motto on banner and shield, 

Shouting out, shouting out "No. Surrender!" 

But no where with more fire was that war cry e'er giver 
Ad at h<Hne, when our sires for fireedom were driven 
To the field where their arms with conquest ^isas Uest, 
As Aughrim, and limerick, and Bojne can attest ; 
And Derr J, whose martjrd could suule at their fates^ 
Though want in theit mansions, the foe at their gates ; 
'Midst the flash of the canuon, and whizzing of balls. 
Placed their flag of defiance high up on their walls. 
Shouting out, shouti?^ out "No Surrender!' 

Ye sons of ELing William, our glorious defender, 
Ye sons of that old Orange lpdg«, " No Surrender," 
Fill a gla^y fill a glass to that magical word, 
Which unfurled the banner, unsheathed the sword; 
like armour impervious, like seven-fold shield. 
It cbthed the wa^or on rampart and field ; 
Let it be the war-cry of each Orange man, 
When shoulder to shoulder jou lead in the van, 

Shouting out, shouting out "No Surrender!' 



35 .Ze Fiotestaat BoyB, ye Sons of Nassau. 

Air— "Pwteiitant Boyi*" 

ite Protestant boys, ye sons of Nassau, 
WMle thus ye partake festivity's joys, 

Come, join in the chorus, and shout an hurra . 
Md sing in the ^aise of the Protestant boys. 
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The sword maj sleep, 

But watch we'll keep, 
And baffle the tricks which the Papist employs ; 

United for ever, 

No power can sever 
The links which connect the Protestant bojs. 

In the Pulpit they stood, and faith gave them strength, 

And truth they upheld with eloquent fire ; 
From Luther, who pull'd down Pope Leo the Tenth, 
To Gregg, who defeated Father Maguire. 

Like gold that shines 

In deep, dark mines. 
So truth appears brighter when freed from alloys, 

United for ever. 

No power can sever 
The liiAs which connect the Protestant boys. 

Like clusters of stars in the firmament set. 

In the senate they've stood with wisdom and zeal; 
And the fire that beamed round Eldon and Pitt, 
Enniskillen inflames for the Protestant weal. 

Around the throne,' 

Like truth they've shone. 
In circles of light which no error destroys ; 

United for ever. 

No power can sever 
The links which connect the Protestant boys. 

Their flag they've nnfuri'd as lords of the main, 

When Elizabeth sent brave Drake o'er the waves; 
And Nelson, immortal, he taught France and Spain, 
That Protestant boys should ne'er be slaves. 
Along the deep 
Their lightnings sweep, 
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And hushed is the Papist, his vapour and noise ; 

United for ever, 

No power can sever 
The links which Connect the Protestant bojs. 

Victorious they've stood on the red field of fight, 

With Marlboro' and Wellington's conq'ring sword; 

But the Champion of champions for freedom and right, 

Was that F^otestant boy. King William the Third ; 

At Aughrim's plains 

He broke our chains; 
At.Bojne roared his cannon with loud^et^ dejois, 

United for ever, 

No power can sever 
The links which connect the Protestant boys. 



36 Keep Rebellion down. 

Air — " Cniiskeen Laun." 

It is a pleasant thing 

To hear a brother sing 
Of glorious deeds of Orangemen's renown; 

The song our bosom fires, 

To emulate our sires, 
Who fought to keep rebellion down, down, down, 
Who fought to keep rebellion down. 

Oh! valiant stood these men. 

On mountain and in glen, 
Through fire, flood, and famine's horrid frown; 

The Holy Light of Truth 

Led on both sage and youth, 
Who fought to keep rebellion down, da|?li, down, 
Who fought to keep tfebellion down. 
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For when the rebel band 

With blood-track stained the land. 

And would pollute the Altar and the Crown, 
Our sires did unite, 
Like a phalanx flashing light. 

And fought to keep rebellion down, down, down. 

And fought to keep rebellion down. 

In Sixteen-eightj-eight, 

Impelled by bigot hate. 
Which all the force of conscience could not drown. 

King James broke faidi and trust; 

But, oh ! he roused the just 
To rise and keep rebellion down, down, down. 
To rise and keep rebellion down« 

With superstition drunk 

Came Papist, ix>rd, and Monk, 
Their troops like locusts o*er the land were strown; 

But, oh ! a flame was lit. 

Which blasted Jesuit, 
And dashed their foul rebetlion4own, down, down, 
And dashed their foul rebel^on^down. 

Be witness Aoghrim's field, 

Enniskillea's ampte shield. 
And Derry's bold unconquerable town; 

And Limerick, and Athlone, 

All, all have proudly shewn 
The fire which kept rebellion down^ down, down. 
The fire which kept rebellion down. 

Then dreadful << Ninety eight," 
Made fierce by Perish hate, 
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And inddely republioan, and clown ; 

Bnt the maxims of Tom Paine 
Fled like mists across the main, [down, 
From those who fonght to keep rebellion down, down. 
From those who fonght to keep rebellion do?m« 

Be witness Tara's hill, 

Where blood ran like a rill; 
Be witness Enniscorthj's blazing town; 

And Ross's dread onslaught, 

Where Orange Veomen fought. 
And bled to keep rebellion down, down, down, 
And bled to keep rebellion down. 

In " Eighteen-hundred-three," 

When Emmett's phantasie 
Thought Dublin Castle would be all his own; 

But his visionarj view 

Was dispell'd like morning dew, [down, 
From the light that rose to keep rebellion down, down, 
From the l^ht that rose to keep rebellion down. 

Then shabby « Forty-eight"— 

Young Ireland, and its prate. 
Whose cowardice has Ballingdrry shewn; 

O'Brien, Mitchell, Meagher, 

A sillj trio were, [down, 

Against the men who kept rebellion down, down. 
Against the men who kept rebellion down. 

Yet they dared an Aughrim's day, 
« Forty-nine," at DoUyfebrae, 
Upon our Orange banner for to frown ; 
But they fled before the fires 
Of the sons of Orange sires. 
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Who fought to keep rebellion down, down, down, 
Who fought to keep rebellion down. 

Fill the glass yxrito the brim, 

On its wave my hopes sfmll swnn. 
The hopes I have for Altar and for Crown. 

For freedom and for faith, 

We'll stand unto the death, 
And fight to keep rebellion down, down, down. 
And fight to keep rebellion down. 



Let the glass in bumpers pass. 

AiR<»^'Fill the sparkling goblet high." 

Let the glass in bumpers pass 
Hound the table's border; 

Fill to him. 

Unto the brim. 
Who's of the Purple Order. 

Stars in heaven, and cups on earth. 
Lend to night their lustre ; 

Hail the hour, the hour of mirth. 
And round the table cluster. 

Let the song the joj prolong. 
Laughing, jesting, merrj ; 
Or the verse 
May deeds rehearse 
Of glorious Boyne or Derrj. 

Stars in heaven, &c. 

Let the toast, our charters boast, 
Speak our bold defiance; 
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William's name 
Let 118 proclaim, 
But, oh ! noi in silence ! 

Stars in heaven, &c. 

Glass and song, and glorious toast 
Aid our bold endeavour; 

Shout from mountain unto coast— 
** Orangemen for ever!" 

♦Stars in heaven, &c. 



38 When Adam from the earth arose. 

Air — ^** Oh, Pilot 'tis a fearful night 

When Adam from the earth arose, 

And burst its dark control, 
And warmed with celestial fire, 

" Became a living soul." 
With golden harps did angels hymn 

The heavenlj decree — 
" Na clouds ot error e'er shall aid 

The mind— it shall be free !" 

As ages swept like waves along 

The ocean tide of time, 
False creeds arose, and priestly craft. 

And bigotry, and crime ; 
But none e'er used such artful means 

As monkish Popery, 
To bind in adamantine chains, 

The mind, which should be free. 
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But reason's lightnings Tent in twain 

Prond superstition's dome; 
And Luther dashed into the dust^ 

The triple-crown of Rome. 
The martjr's faith^ the patriot's zeal. 

The hero's chivalrj. 
Cried out through flashing fire and steel — 

« The mind— it t^sdl he free!" 



And never did in human heart 

Such aspiration pant, 
More bright and true than that which fired 

llie Irish Protestant. 
Oh! glorious Derrj, Aughrim, Bojne, 

There Orange vietorj 
Stood shouting over monkish cowl — 

"The mind— it shall be free !" 



JOHN WESLEY. 

9 The Wesley Lodge, ^03. 

Air— "The heari bowed down." 

There is a pure and holj lighti 
A light of peace and love, 

Its beams are tinged with radiance bright^ 
From glory's fount above; 

It guides the man through woe or weal- 
life's changes to endure, 

It fills with hope, it fills with zeal, 
"The upright heart and pure." 
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On life's dark sea, man's fragile bark, 

By passion's wliirlvrind driven. 
Were lost withont some star to mark 

Its course to peace and heaven. 
But o'er the waste has many a star 

Its guiding lustre thrown; 
And bright amongst the brightest far, 

John Weslej's spirit shone. 

To watch and kneel, to pray and praise. 

To supplicate for grace, 
To win the heart by soothing ways 

Into the paths of peace; 
To lend the soul a spirit's wing. 

And teach it thus to ask, 
*<Oh! death, oh! death, where is thy sting!" 

Was Wesley's holy task. 

To bless these Isles there did arise 

Two. men of fame and worth : 
Wesley won freedom in the skies, 

William won it on earth. 
Oh ! let us then through peace, through strife, 

With zeal and pious awe. 
Follow John Wesley's holy life, 

The valour of Nassau. 



40 The Pilgrim. 

Air — ^* The Ivy green." 

A Rlgrim once on a journey went. 
The way mysterious and dark. 

No shelter of house, or tree, or tent, 
And no star the course to mark. 
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But toil was beguiled, bj dreams of a child. 

Whispered soft in his ear, 
And a power and a spell around him fell — 

'Twas awful, but 'twas not fear: 
Darklj, shadowj, all around. 
The Pilgrim travelled the mt/stie ground. 

And the whisper told, how in power and gold, 

tJe who once was a slave did move ; 
How naiger slept^ and affection wept, 

In pure fraternal love ! 
And the whispes told how a djing breath 

Sought out its last hooje — the tomb ; ' 
And around him hun^ the signs of death. 

In silence and in gloom. 
Darkljv &c. 

And the whisper again came to his ear — 

Mount Hoireb was the theme; 
When, lo! o'er his dailc path did appear 

The flash of a briUiant flame. 
And a fierj serpent crossed his path, 

And a Umb was ^B^ithered in pain; 
But it seemed the power subdued its wrath. 

For the limb was whole again. ' 
Darkly, &c. 

And often he climbed the mountain height. 

In darkness and toil went he, 
'Till at length he saw a vision bright. 

Rise out of the dark blue sea. 
Then a whirlwind rose and dashed him about. 

Which filled his soul with dread; 
And the elements roared a thundering shout. 

As he lay like one that was dead. 
Darkh-, &c. V> , 
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Bat he quaff 'd new life from a m;rstic cup, 

Never made by human hand ; 
And invincible beings tore him up 

In a chariot through the la£d. 
Then a flood of light burst on his sight, 

And symbols and signs he found. 
Which none e'er knew, but a Pilgrim true, 

Who travelled the mystic ground; 
Brightly glowed the Israel lights. 
Bright were the ranks of the mystic knights. 

IrfCt the festive glass glow full and bright. 

And this the toast be given — « 
Here's to the chosen true Black knight. 

Of three, fiye, seven, eleyen! ■- 
Who drank of the cup when faint for breath, 

Who rode the whirlwind's blast ; 
Who passed amid thunder, as if to death, > 

But who saw the glory at last. 
Hail to Israel's golden lights. 
Hail to the Orange true Black knights. 



41 Song of fhe Hobah Black Freceptoiy, 55. 

^'HOBAH—SBCRBCT^-FBIENDSHIP-^FlDBIirCr" 

Air— "Isle of beauty.'* 

When to gain our mystic order, 

Through his po^s toils the knight. 
Guided by the feSnftil warder, 

Goes the circle, climbs the height. 
Then when light is shining round Mm, 

And he st^-nds the knights ampiigy 
Fjrom Ijiat hour a spell has bound hiiar— 

« Secrecy"— to guard the. tongue. 
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'When he joins our mystic union, 

And partakes our festal rites, 
Then he feek the heart's communion, 

Which encircles true Black Knights. 
O'er his soul is fondlj stealing. 

At the social joyous board. 
One undying warm feeling — 

** FYiendship" is that holy word. 

What is that with truth unbroken 

Turns unto the heart oppressed? 
What is that which all unspoken 

Locks the secret in the breast ? 
What is that which loves for ever 

Glorious Boyne, which set us free ? 
Which no. law can ever sever — 

It is/tjfue "^Fidelity.'* 

"Sec/et" first, and " Friendship'^iiaecond, 

And ''Fidelity'] tj^eltlord; ''! ■' 

In one little word aWe reckon'd— 

''Hobah" is that-simple word. 
Lo ! upon our btoad black banner. 

Rich with types of holy fame. 
Pictured in a^mystic manner — 

"Hobs^h !'( we've inscribed our name, 

Kjiights of -Mobah— sable order! 

• We haye'3rank the mystic cup; 

Now aroumlthe table's border, --J 
* ^ Fill y our^p^iij^ng glas^s * up. * 

Like the hertdiyiti' hre grotto, ' 

We have 'q^lR0' the crystal spring; 

Now the v^ne-'<kp hails our motto- 
Hail to' "Hobah!" HobahBing. 
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42 The Orange Maid of Sligo. 

AiE — ^**Lass o* Gowrie." 

Ben Burben's wild and loftj height, 
With evening's setting sun was bright, 
That shed a flood of golden light. 

Across the Baj of Sligo. 
Above the town, spread out Longh Gill, 
And Hazlewood, and Belvior's hill; 
And Tubbema^^'s glistening rill, 

Adom'd tte Lake of Sligo. 

A bonnie bafk with glancing oar, 
i seen before 
that sought the shore, 
Le Lake of Sligo; 
e sat a girl, 
yssy curl; 
like a pearl, 
.:' id of Sligo. 

T-essel's side, 
ters glide 
Iden pride. 
Float on the Lake of Sligo. 
« Oh haste, oh haste, and save that flow^, 
I prize it more than rose or bower; 
Though friends maj sneer, though foes maj lower, 
Upon the Lake of Sligo." 

An Orange. Y ouUi bent o'er the prow. 
He caught, tbp.Qower, and with a vow. 
He placed on her placid brow — 
The Orange Maid of Sligo. 
He looked i^to her gl6wing ejjes, ^ 
There read love's tender sjonpat^^s, 
And breathed his soul in arde^Limghs, 
; Unto the Maid of Sligo. 
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And soon she was tis bonnj bride ; 
And oft he thought with joj and pride. 
Upon that summer evening's tide, 

Updn the Lake of Sligo; 
Come all True Blues, now^U the glass^-* 
A brighter toast could never pass; 
Come, here's unto the lovely lass — 

The Orange Maid of Sligo. 



Song of the Schomberg Lodge, 1757. 

AiB— " Rob Roy Mac Gregor, O.'* 

Hail to Sohomberg's martial name ; 

Schomberg for ever, O ! 
Shall we cea^ to sing bis £ame. 

Oh never, never, O ! 
Flanders tells his history, 
France beheld his chivsiry— 
Champibn of the bold and free ; 

Schomberg for ever, O! 

On the battle-field, oh then, 

Schomberg for ever, O! 
Fired the souls of ardent men 

To bold endeavour, O! 
Wise was he, though not austere ; 
But when trumpets sounded clear. 
Then he blazed in glory's sphere, 

Schomberg for ever, O! 

On the verdant banks of Boyne, 

Schomberg for ever, O! 
Fought where rebel bands did join, 

True men to sever, O! 
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Bojne^ whose fight our foes regret^ 
Where two kings in battle met. 
There that star in glorj set — 

Schomberg ior ever, O ! 

Sons of Schomberg fill to him^ 

Schomberg for ever, O ! 
Let it bubble to the brim^ 

like some rich river, O ! 
See upon our banners bright. 
In characters of golden light. 
Is his name, that gallant knight, 

Schomberg for ever, O ! 



a .9gng of the Boyal Schomberg Lodge, 1690. 

Aim—" Dimois the brare." 
Olory illumes with holj li^t . 

The memory of the brave ; 
And laurel leaves, fresh, green, and bright, 

Adorn the hero's grave. 
But none more noblv fell in fight, 

Or Freedom's sword did wave. 
Than William's true and gallant knight — 

Schomberg, the bold and brave! 

Europe beheld his bright career 

In gallant chiyalry, 
And victory blessed his martial sphere 

With immortality. 
But, oh, at Boyne, for ever famed, 

He fell beside the wave. 
While glory's trumpet blast proclaimed— 

Schomberg, the bold and brave ! 



64 THE ORIGINAL 



Sons of the Royal Schomberg, ye 

Who take that noble name, 
Shew in the spirit of the free. 

Ye honor Schomberg's fame. 
Then fill the wine-cup sparkling bright. 

Drink — nor one sweet drop leave — 
Unto the name of freedom's knight — 

Schomberg, the bold and brave 1 



45 The Orange Emigrant's Lament 

AiB — ^**The pretty girl milking her cow.'* 
"Colleen dhas chnitha na mho." 

'Tis a sad thing to part thus for ever. 

My brethren, my dear Orangemen ; 
'Tis a sad thing that thus we should sever— 

Oh ne'er to commingle again. 
Like the bird, when her young ones are taken ; 

Like the captive who sighs to be free ; 
Like the maid by her false one forsaken, 

I pine at thus parting with ye. 

They tell me I go to * nation, 

Where I'll meet Orange brothers sincere. 
Who glow with as strong a pulsation, 

As beats in the hearts we have here. 
But I'll tread not the fair land that bore me. 

Where our sires for freedom did join; 
Oh give me the land of their glory — 

Londonderry, and Aughrim, and Boyne ! 

Though oceans of foam waft me thither ; 

Though year after year may depart ; 
Yet distance or time shall not wither 

The feelings enshrined in my heart., 
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Thongh the sotil of the exile be sinking. 
Though memory madden the brain; 

Yet daj after day he'll be thinking 
Of those he'll ne'er gaze on again. 

But, oh, when at rest on my pillow, 

And fancy is roving and free, 
My spirit shall fly o'er the billow. 

On the wings of a dream unto ye; 
I shall see heart and cup o'erflowing 

With pleasure, while some brother sings; 
And my spirit shall fly back all glowing. 

With the light of your smiles on her wings. 

Oh ! farewell my brothers for ever — 

Ye Orange, and purple, and black; 
Our path- way of life now must sever, 

Yet hope may illumine the track, 
like the bird, when her young ones are taken ; 

like the captive who sighs to be free; 
like the maid by her false oae forsaken, 

I pinQ at thus partuxg with ye I 



46 One night when sunk in slumber. 

Air— ''I'd mourn the hopes that leave me." 

One night when sunk in slumber. 
When silence and midnight spread, 

That spell which doth encumber 
The senses, like one that's dead, 

A vision, strange and darkling, 

Came vivid through my ardent brain; 

But, oh j. its close, how sparkling! 
' . For ever shall its light remain. 
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Methougbt I stood in darkness, 

A deep silence round abont^ 
All void, all blank, all markless — 

My soul filled witb fear and doubt; 
Wben, lo ! a gentle spirit 

Flew to my ear and wbisper'd tbns: 
** Cornel and 70U sball inberit 

ITie ligbt that's reserved for us." 

Tben witb arrangements various. 

He robed me in curious dress ; 
All silent, dark, mysterious, 

No word did bis lips express. 
We passed into a portal, 

Wbere stood a guardian armed bright, 
Who spoke of man tbaf s mortal. 

Who never had seen the Kght. 

More strange became the vision. 

My bosom felt the point of death; 
With suffering, yet decision, 

1 flew o'er deserts feint for breadi. 
I /eft the Aaiuf of trial, 

I lay as if amongst the dead; 
I found the fiery vial 

Of ordeal poured on my head. 

Away, away, I hurried— 

The spirit bearing up my flight; 
In deserts now was buried — 

Now often leap'd a fearful height. 
Midst clash, and stamp^ and thunder; 

At length I found a resting place. 
And sai4> witb fear and wonder, 

«My prayer, my vpw'^— then all was peace, 
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Oh ! glorions was my dream then — 

Away, awajy the darkness flew; 
Around me light did beam then. 

And dear inends— the chosen few. 
Like starry architedtare. 

The types and li^ts were shown to^me. 
And then a pions leotnre 

Explained all their iftystery. 

Hail! bail! thou Purple Otder, . 

That tests the true in heart and soul^ \ 
I'll praise it through earth's bordejr, 

From equator unto the pole. 
Come, purple wine*-no other 

Should grace a purple meeting thus ; 
Be this our toast, dear brother — 

^Here's all who felt and feel like us/* 



47 The Brother who stands by our side. 

Snug at a dinner gl»«i io BrothOT Davi*^t«wart, late G. M, for 
Bablin, 27th March» 1850. 

Air — ^'.'Tlms, thus, when the wine-cap." 

Fill, fill, let the cup be o'CTflowing, 

And pledge to a heart that is true, boys, true ; 
Round the board there was never seen glowing 

Such spirits Of Orange and Btlue. 
As the vine does its tendrils entimie, boys, 

Enrich'd with the grape in- Its pm^. pride; 
So the true, sons, of William unite, boys. 

When a true purple man's by their side. 
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And 'tis sweet to entwine friendship's flowers. 

Round the bright chain which binds him in bro- 
therlj vow, 
And to cull from her balmiest bowers 

A chaplet to place on his brow. 
As the well in the desert o'erflowing, 

As an island of rest in the ocean wide ; 
Thus sweet is this hour bestowing, 

When a purple man stands hy our side ! 

Then fill, fill; no shadow should darkle 

The light which surrounds us — ^the chosen few; 
Let the wine-cup, as up it doth sparkle, 

Gush forth, as the heart's warm dew. 
Then pledge, bojs, pledge high, to a true heart, 

As kind heart, as true heart, as ever was tried ; 
Here's his health, and God bless David Stewart, 

The brother who stands hy our side. 



48 Song of the Elngstown Lodge, 599. 

AiE— "The Gypay King." 

Huzza for the Kingstown men. 

And merrj men all they be ; 
They dwell by the mountain and glen. 

They live by the side of the sea. 
From Merrion to Dalkey Strand, 

From Stillorgan to Dublin Bay, 
For the Cause of Nassau they stand. 

And shout a laughing huzza ! 

For he was the victor king, ha ! ha! 
For he was the victor king! 
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A pbilosoplier once there was, 

Whose wisdom in laughter laj, 
He counted that man a mere ass, 

Who wouldn't be always gaj ; 
And we the disciples are 

Of that merry old Grecian hoy: 
For when William's achievemnts we hear, 

We laugh out a loud yew dej'oie; 

For he was. the victor king, ha! ha! 
For he was the victor king ! 

When victory crowns the fight ; 

When rosy wine crowns the bowl ; 
When harmony crowns the night, 

Then energies fill the soul ; 
So we, when we think of the Boyne, 

And the cup to its glory we quaff. 
And the song and the chorusses join. 

Oh, then we exultingly laugh. 

Huzza for the victor king! ha! ha! 
Huzza for the victor king! 

But, oh, let it ne'er be thought 

That mere Bacchanalians are we ; 
Out hearts are with energies fraught. 

Like the spirit of mountain and sea. 
Well rush, like the wave on our coast, 

Or stand, like our bold precipice; 
And rank'd with our bold Orange host, 

The war-cry of " Kingstown" be this — 

'* Huzza for the victor king! huzza! 
Huzza for the victor king'/' 
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49 The Battle of Anghrim. 

Air— «* The Admiral." 

I sing, I sing exultinglj, for Angbiim ia my theme^ 

And iimcv paints the battle-field, as in a vivid dream ; 

The marshall'd hosts in flashing sted, with war and 
vengeance rife, 

like thnnder-douds with lightning, charged for ele- 
mental strife. 

Horsemen and foot, red, bine, and green, in bristling 
steel came on, 

like sparkling foam of summer waves, qnick glancing 
in the son ; 

And tramp and stamp, and rolling drum, and trumpet 
sounding high, 

Announced the fight at Aughrim, fought upon the 
Twelfth July! 



With five aud twenty thousand men Saint Ruth came 

bpastingly — • 
His rebel standard blazon*d with the Harp and 

Fleur iie lis; 
From rank to rank he rode along, with animatiog 

shout^. 
To fight foi Popish James, and put King William's 

men to rout; 
The Priests proelaim'd, 'Hhe man who &Us will die 

a holy martyr — 
Up ! fight for Mother Church, and pve the heretic no 

quarter." 
Thus Priest and Chief, with artful speech, did ever/ 

effort try, 
To kindle rage at Aughrim's field upon the Twelfth 

July! 
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Our troops were eighteen thoosand men, bj General 

Ginckle led; 
Old England's flag — Saint Geoi^'s cross— was flut- 
tering overhead; 
Their hearts with holy freedom fired, their brows 

with victory glowing, 
And Derrj,. BojTie, and stout Athlone, wef e laurel 

leaves bestowing. 
One mind, one soul, one deep intent, pervaded all 

the host, 
To sweep the foe, as stormy surges sweep along the 

coast; 
Or as the eagle on its prey comes rushing from the 

sky. 
They rush'd to Aughrim's combat field upon the 

Twelfth July I 



The fight comes on: Saint Ruth prevails — his troops 

he animates. 
And swears he'll drive the heretics, aye, up to Dublin 

gates; 
But, oh ! a ball, by justice wing'd, to vindicate the 

Truth— 
As he rode down Kilc(»nodan, hdd low the brave 

Saint Ruth. 
Then came the rout! Our troops rush'd on; the 

foe fled pale, aghast, 
like autumn's leaves ia myriads driven before No- 
vember's blast. 
Seven thousand men they left behind,in death to close 

the eye. 
While victory bless'd King William's men upon the 

Twelfth July! 
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It may be said, sach sanguine scenes the muse should 

not relate ; 
But I say, jes! you must he told the deeds you'd 

emulate ; 
A holy zeal our sires fill'd to crush oppression strong, 
And oh ! I'd try that zeal to raise upon the wings of 

song. 
For should tte Papists coil again their adamantine 

chain. 
As did our sires, so we their sons, should rend the 

yoke in twain; 
And in the spirit of my song, which, with my heart 

must die, 
I fill to Aughrim's victor fight upon the Twelfth July ! 



50 How pleasant in Lodge. 

Air — ** One bumper at parting.'* Irish melody. 

How pleasant in Lodge thus to muster. 

Where sympathies closely entwine. 
Where glasses, like stars in a cluster, 

Shine out in the red light of wine, 
llie heart is a sensitive flower, 

Its blossoms if you would bring out. 
It must glow in the sunshine and shower, 

Which laughter and wine shed about. 

CHORUS. 

A bumper! let's hail the emotion, 

Whose spirit as in laughter hath birth, 

Tis the pole-star of life's troubled ocean 
That leads to the haven of mirth. 
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A bumper to beamty's soft giaoesy 

To Uue ejea and rin^ets (^ iet ; 
The zone which her bosom embraces 

Is clasp'd with an Orange Rosette. 
O'er the bright mbj wave we are quaffing,— 

What visions of bliss will arise, 
While fair &ce8, rosy and laughing, 

Speak passion with languishing ejes. 

A bumper, &c. 

A bumper to Mendsbip firatemal 

Enshrin'd in the Orangeman's breast, 
like an evergreen, blooming and vernal, 

like diamond, it stands everj test 
As true as the ship to the rudder — 

With shoulder to shoulder we stand ; 
Then fill up to eacli beloved brother, 

And give him heart, pocket, and hand. 

A bumper, &c. 

One more: 'tis the last highest brimmer-—' 

like sunset, more bright at the close; 
Oh! ever till Hfe*s latest glimmer. 

We'll hail the proud toast as it glows. 
Come, shew out jour Orangeman's fervor — 

In rojal salute let tis join; 
Here's the memory of him, our preserver — 

King William, who conquer'd at Boyne ! 

A bumper! let's hail the emotion. 

Whose spirit as in laughter hath birth, 

'Tis the pole-star of life's troubled ocean 
That leads to the haven of mirth. 

F 
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Sng James IL 

AiB— ^Nae lack about Uie hoiue." 

King James tlie Second was thejini 

To second Popish sway, 
And as his thoughts inclined to Rome, 

He had to roam awaj^. 
He thought to fell our British oak — 

Cut off its hranches thick; 
So as he meant pur stick to cutj 

We made him cut his stick. 

Tol de rol, de rol, de rol, &e. 

He was a genuine Jesuit — 

A /<rtd lord at the best; 
So b^ng foul, it.Was not fair 

He should befoul the nest. 
He seem'd to stand from isle to isle-— 

An impudent colossus ; 
And as he bowed unto the cross. 

Of course we gave him crosses. 

Tol, de rol, &c. 

He seized our Bishops — ^but his threats 

Their virtue never shook ; 
He for their croziers fishing was — 

He got them — with a Jiook. 
So after many a scurvy trick — 

The Irish seas he crossed — 
He could not get the Bishops^ Sees, ' 

So on the seas was toss'd. 

Tol de rd, &c. 

TjTconnell, as Lord Lieutenant, 

Le/i tenantless the l&ndi; 
He swore he'd cow King William's horse. 

And take his foot in hand. 
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TTie tjrant made poor Ireland 

The verj land of ire; 
The Jesnit kept it in a /ry, 

Because he was a friar. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

And thus were lojal Protestants 

Bereft of honse and home, 
Becanse they wonld not bow nnto 

The Juggernaut of Rome. 
The star of truth seem'd o'ercast, 

But soon in brightness shewn; 
Its lightnings flashed round bigot James, 

Aiid hurl'd him from the throne. 

Tolderol,&c. 

How glorious at Derrj' 9 seige 

They made his balls recoil, 
He found that he was lost jmd foiled 

Upon the river Fot/le. 
Great PFalker walk*d into his schemes-— 

This tester put to test; 
And James the Second was the firsi^ 

To come off second best. 

Tol de rol, &o. 

'Twas on the Royal Bank of Boyne 
He thought some change to draw ; 

His note dishonored — ^he was found 
A bankrupt man of straw. 

His heroes to tJie shades were sent 
To sup — ^not quite at ease; 

Sajs he, "I do not like such fare — 

Indeed 'tis not the cheese.'* 

Tolderol,&c. 
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At Aughrim's plains the Protestants 

Did Popery repress ; 
Twas there the foe lost brave Saint Ruih^ 

Which made them quite ruthless, 
James saw at length it was no go-— 

Such queer chaps to be troubling; 
So ofif to Dublin Castle went. 

And there his cares were doubling, 

Tol de rol, &e. 

I'll have a bowl with James's fitce 

D^icted in the cup; 
We'll fill and empty — who would leave 

That tyrant king a drop? 
For Rome he would ^rtnass his power — 

But mark what came to pass: 
The bigot lost three golden crowns, 

For that vain thing — a mass/ 

Tol de rol, &c. 

And as for him, the punning w^ht. 

Who now would make the fun stir. 
Should danger come to stir upon, 

He'll not be a mere punster. 
Come trumpet, drum — ^he'll ne'er be found 

A sneaking, halting marcher; 
Midst merry soldiers, laughing, arch — 

He'M he 9. little Archer. 

Tol de rol, &c. 



One Summer's Eve. 

AiR^"You^ial Harbour." 
One summer eve, when bloom'd the heather, 

At Delgany, that charming spot, 
A yomhfal party sat together — 

The world and all its cares forgott. 
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They olxrater'd in a rosj bower, 

And saw the waves ride bright along^^ 

When sweetly in that soft still hour, 
A yoxmg man song an Orange «ong. 

And there smiled. many a pretty girl — 

All free from pride and city art; 
There many a dark and glossy enrl ' 

Entangled many a yonthfult^art. 
But there was one fair chanmng breature — 

Sweet Mary — ^innocent and young — 
With soul and beauty in each feature, 

Who listened to that Orange song. 

The sun now sank beneath the biUoif , 

The stars from twilight peeping crept; 
And soft as childhood on its pillow. 

The sea beneath the moon-beams sl^t. 
The strand was bright as land of &dry— 

^A walk by moonlight can't be wrongs- 
Then forth he led sweet bashful Mary, 

The youth who sung the Orange song. 

Oh summer moon! oh placid opean! 

What witchery o'er the heart ye steal — 
The pui-e, extatic, soft emotion — 

Which only youthful hearts can feeh 
Sweet as the soft JEo^an lyre, 

When Zephyr breathes its chords along, 
He breath'd to her his souls desire— 

The youth who sung the Orange song. 

In love or war we never ^ier— 

Persuasion's on our sword and tongue ; 

And Mary wMsper'd at the altar, 

"You won me with that Orange song! 
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Come, fill, boys, fill — were I an eail 
I'd give this toast, my peers among-— 

" My blessing on the lovely girl 

Who loves to hear an Orange song I" 



Song of the Diamond Lodge, 1819. 

AiE— "The brave old Oak." 

A song to the field, the well-fought field. 

At the Battle of the Diamond won; 
When the sword in its might. 
For Protestant right, 

Flash'd forth in the evening sun. 
The glorious West, 
With its red clouds blest. 

Shone out on the deed then done ; 
But the mountain heath 
Was the scene of death. 

At the Battle of the Diamond won. 

CHORUS. 

Then hurra, then hurra — 

Give the toast with eclaU-^ 
Let the bumper in melody flow: 

"Here's the victory won, 

At the set of sun, 
At the Battle of the Diamond, O!'* 

It was in the year of Ninety-five— 
September the Twenty-first, 

There rush'd from the hills. 

With shouts and with yells. 

The Defenders to do their worst. 
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But tkere to oppose, 

Stood Protestant foes, 
Who scattered the murderous crew; 

x\nd ere sun set. 

The green grass was wet- 
But not with the evening dew. 

Then hurra, &c. 

From this noble fight our Lodge takes its name-* 
The "Diamond Lodge" — our pride; 

And the ardent desires 

Which glow'd in our sires, 
In us their sons abide. 

And should rebels again 

Be seen on the plain, 
The Orangeman's fire they'd shun; 

For "ITie Diamond" will cast 

That fire to the last, 
Which the Battle of the Diamond won ! 

Then hurra, &c. 



54 The Toung Orange Bride. 

AiB— ^' Fill a cup, fill a cup, to the Inright land we live in,'* 

Come, lay bj the harp, though its bold tones inspire 

The deeds which the manly approve. 
And touch for a moment the soft breathing lyre, 

Whose silver notes whisper of love. [trol 

Let the theme be dear woman, whose glaiK^e can con* 

Our vaunting, ambition, and pride ; 
Let the spirit of harmony breathe from th€J:flpiil— • 

A stanza! to beauty, ike young Orange Bride. 
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Weave a wreath for her brow of the balmiest floweKB 

That ever the summer shone on» 
Whose odours were bathed in the softest of showersi 

Whose tints are all rich with the sun. 
In the rose we've her blushes — ^her virtue and truth 

In our bright Orange LiUj preside; 
Then place on the brow of such softness and jouth*— 

A chaplet! to beautj, the joung Orange Bride. 

Fill the cup— unto beautj we pour the libation—- 

But even if nectar we'd sip — 
It never could rival her ejes' fascination^ 

Or rival her roseate lip. 
Fill it up — ^let the cup to its measure be true— 

And our spirits shall float on its tide ; 
Fill to her that could love but an Orange True Blue— 

A bumper! to beauty^ the joung Orange Bride. 



55 The Champions oTTrotestantism. 

Air— « The fine old English genUemaa." 

Wlien Leo filled the papal chair, enthroned aboTO 

mankind^ 
When grand processions charm'd the sens^ when 

Monks enslaved the mind; 
When sinners bought indulgences for crimes, from 

impious Rome, 
And Priests heap'd up t)ie shining gold to build Saiot 

Peter's dome. 

And hoi V faith and mmple rite had none to plead 
their Caase. 
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Ifraught, 
Then up arose a learned Monk^ with indignatioh 
Beneath his dark Augustine cowl &»h'd forth the 

light of thought; 
And Martin Luther's eloquence on foul oorraption 

burst—— 
Its lightnings shattered Poperj and laid it in the dust ; 
' HewaethePrincteof Protesbmts — ^first Champion 
of the Cause. 

Then o'er our Britishisles arose the Reformation's star, 
Whose light the l^nms o£ Mood/ Marj did their best 

tomar;; 
Butf ohy the Mth which tmlih bestows no tjraimj 

could shake, 
AndCranmer, Ridlej^Jiatimeryfor it died at the stake ; 
Oh ! the J were martjr Protestants — ^pure Championfi 
of the Cause. 

[dem. 
Then glorious Queen El^beth wore Elngland's dia- 
With Protestant ascendancy in it the brightest gem; 
$he bore the sceptre of the land — the trident of the 

main. 
And .scattered o'er the ston^j seas thA Armada o: 
Spain; 
She was a rojal Protestant, and Champion of th< 
Cause. 

Then came the leader of our host^of glorious memory 

Who led the Irish Protestants to fight and victory ; 

And pious Walk^, soldier prieirt, the guard of Derry'i 

gate. 

Who, at the Batde of tile Bojriwi met with a Uoodj 

fate; 
^kia^ were valiant Protestants— bold Championj 

of the Canse* 
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[truth, 
Oh! maj these Stars of intellect— of virtue, valour, 
Cheer up the aged Orangeman, and guide the ardent 

youth; 
And with this |»ou8 sentiment I'll consecrate mj glass, 
And toast their memories who put down the Jesuit and 

the mass — 
<<The glorious band of Protestants — ^true Champions 

of the Cause." 



MARTIN LUTHER. 

The Luther Lodge, 1852. 

Aia— «TheStonn." 

In his cell with gloom surrounded, 
Pondered an Augustine Monk, 

While his mind with dcfubt confounded — 
Now was bold, now fearful shrunk. 

But at length, in Truth's refulgence. 

He burst the gloom; like lightning hnrl'd 

Flew his words against Indulgence- 
Martin Luther braved the world! 

Pope, and Emperor — ^men priest-ridden— 
Anathematized his daring deed; 

Soon to Worms he was bidden. 
There to explain his daring deed. 

Bold he went, and scom'd their power- 
Thrones nor Pope his zeal could dim; 

And at Worms' ancient tower. 
Sung his pious glorious hjmn. 

Bold he met their subtle malice ; 

All their mummerj attacked-— 
"Real Prescence," ''Swnts," and «Chaliee"- 

And cried out, "I'll not retract." , 
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O'er the land with voice of thunder 
.Spread his eloquence divine; 

He whose lightnings dash'd asunder 
Popery's unhallow'd ^irine. 

Qcaa gie Mi en who share the blessing. 

Which great Luther won us then. 
Never, never, cease e^ressing — 

To his doctrine loud "Amen!" 
Let us show that we inherit 

Courage, even unto the death; 
Led hy Luther's truthful spirit — 

Luther! Champion of the Faith! 



57 Initiatory Song of the City of Dublin Boyal 
Blade Preceptory, 19. 

THRBE— FIVE— SEVEN— ELEVEN. 
Aia— ^<The Iwtae and the breeze." 

Behold the cup of festal rite-^ 

Come fill it up with vidne. 
Present it to the chosen knights 

At friendship's haiUow'd shrine. 
The soul of song now mounting up 

On wings of gleaming light. 
Will hover o'er the festive cup, 

To haU the chosen knight. 
Then fill to him, 
Unto the brim. 
Who three great lights did see— 

Who knows the wisdom that is taught 
By ancient number Three ! 
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Let wealth her golden coffers fill, 

Or bounteoas aid impart ; 
Yet all the kinder feelings chill 

When avarice grasps the heart. 
I care not for the wealthy fool — 

Let splendour lead the van; 
Give me— it is a golden rule— 

A generous, humble man. 
Then fill to him, 
Unto the brim. 
Who proudly did arrive, 

To know the wisdom that is taught 
By mjstic number Five! 

Let learning pilot through the dark^ 
And shed her light about; 

Yet oft she guides the fragile bark 
O'er seaa of imj^ous doubt 

I prize the man, whose highest lore 
In holj writ I trace — 

Who walks where virtue points before- 
Through <* all her paAha of peace." 
Then fill to bim, 
Unto the brim, 

Who ignorance hath riven; 
Who knows the wisdom that is taught 

By learned number Seven ! 

Let high philosophj go preach, 

And trace effect to cause. 
And all their metaphysics teach| 

And laj down social laws. 
But all the maxims that they know. 

In one heart here unite — 
The heart that can forgive a foe, 

And love a brother mijrht^ , 
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Then fill to him, 

Unto the brhn, 
For tinto him is given, 

To know the wisdom that is taught 
B7 glorious Eleven! 

Fraternal spirit ! here thon art — 

Methinks I see thee pass ; 
Thon animatest np my heart, 

Thon flutterest o'er my glass. 
Thj soothing spells aronnd me swim, 

While sonl to soul unite ; 
And thus thej whisper, " fill to him — 

To him the chosen knight I " 
Then fill to him. 
Unto the brim, 
Maj life to its declining, 

Flow like a stream in summer's beam — 
All flowerj, smooth, and shining. 



58 The Orangeman's Dirge. 

Aia-^<«The Misletoe bough." 

They buried him deep in his cold dark bed. 
They whisper'd a prajer o'er the coffin'd dead^ 
And thej oropp'd a tear for departed worth. 
Ere they left him to sleep with his mother earOi; 
And thej saw the red worm all rank and full. 
Come out firom its feast in a mouldering skull; 
And they shuddered to see so foul a stain 
In the temple of thought — the human brain. 
Oh death's withering wing 1 
Oh death's withering wing! 
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No mere, do moiey shall that elaj-€old iM^ast 
With the Onnge and Puqde aash be diesa'd; 
No morey no more, shall he breathe the song. 
Or die shoot of his heart die toast proloiig. 
He'sgone! O'er his Lodge there is gloom uid dearth. 
He's gme! Desoladon is round las heardu 
like mist of the momingy like river foam. 
He's gone^ and for ever, from friend and home. 

Oh death's withering wing! 

Oh death's withering wing i 

Bat, oh, not thns; his immortal sool — 
Ethereal, and free from the grave's control — : 
Midst troops of ftngels on brilliant wings^ 
To the spirit that made it, it npwacd springs. 
Hark! sounds seraphic proclaim its flight 
To the foontain of everlasting light; 
And joyous and g^imoad the chembim. 
Their heavenly choros thus doth hymn^. 

<<Oh death, where is thy stii^! 
Oh grave thy victory!" 



HUGH LATIMER. 

59 The Latimer Lodge, 1855. 

Air— ^ Farewell to the mountain.'* 

Behold!' oh terrific! they've led to the stake 
Their victim, whose courage no torture could shake; 
All pious, unshnnkiDg, he looks to the skies: 
ForTruth-^for the Gospel — Hugh Latimer dies! 

All true and prophetic, to Ridley he cried — 
E^ the fire enwrapt them while chain'd side by nde: 
^ Oh! tMs day in England," he cried with a shout, 
« We've lighted a candle that ne'er shall go out" 

II I ■ii w ■ ■ (.. . (Tlnni 
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Behold! oU behold lum! — ^the Champion of Faith-* 
Bathe his hands in the fbre, and look fearless on death. 
And piouslj cried out, while flames round him roll| 
«0 Father oi Heaven! receive, oh, my soul!" 

Oh jojous, oh joyous — ^the spirit's released — 
All heaven lies open — the anguish has ceased; 
And a crown and a glory did Latimer win — 
For the blood of the martyr had wash'd away sin. 

Oh let us, ob let us, for i&iith and for right, 
like Latimer, put on the *^ armour of light;" 
"lis the spirit of valour— 'tis the spirit of prayer~ 
Tis the smeld of the Christian— oppose him who dare. 



60 Hail to the brave and mighty dead. 

Aia— '< When Vulcan forged.» 
Hail to the brave and mighty dead — 

The hero, and the sage — 
Whose glorious deeds shall lustre shed 

To many a future age. 
And loud the trumpet-voice of fame, 
The valiant actions shall proclaim, 
Of many a true and faithiul band. 
Who fought and bled for Orange land. 

When Jesuits did lord it o'er 
Those rights not made for them; 

When bigot James tyrannic wore 
Old England's dicuiem ; 

Oh, then, there beam'd across the sea 

A star of hope— of chi^'al^y ; 

Great William came, and gave comtt^and- 

He fought, and won for Owmg^Jan^. 
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Pious and true then Walker came — 

And nnto him was given — 
To fire the heart with freedom's flame, 

And guide the soul to heaven ; 
And men who reverenc'd Virtue's name 
Followed in Walker's path of fame; 
Buty ohy at Bojne's immortal strand. 
He lost his life for Orange land. 

Schomberg the Great, in battle strife, 

Oft won the victor crown. 
Now offered up his veteran liffe. 

To pull a tjrant down ; 
And star-like his career was cast — 
All light — ^all glorious to the last ; 
And he who often battle plann'd. 
In battle fell for Orange land. 

Oh! let us hail, as leading atare^ 

These mightj-minded men, 
And emulate their deeds, their scars-— 

No matter where or when. 
In Heaven's light we'll tread the earth-— 
Marshall'd for Altar, Throne, and hearth; 
Midst cannons' roar and flashing brand—;. 
To die! to die! for Orange land! 



JOHN WICELIFFE. 

61 The Wickliffe Lodge, 1377. 

Air—" Scots wha liae." 
Ere the light of Luther rqp^ 
Like the sun when morning glowsi 
To dispel the clouds of those 

Whom the truth wonld laax; 
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Bold did Wickliflfe's spirit coma— 
lioud exposed unhallow'd Rome, 
Beaming o'er its &ted dome — 

The Ref(»rmatioa's Star! 

Begging Friars — Monkish creWi — 
Popish pride, and avarice too ; 
Bigotry that round it threw, 

Priestcraft, wide and far; 
Superstition's sinful rite — 
Foul as witchcraft-s gloomj night ; 
All by .WickHffe brought to light— 

The Reformation Star! 

« 

Men look'd up, began to hope. 
When his tongue took fearless scope ; 
"Antichrist," he called the Pope, 

In his idol car. 
Mitred Pontiff! Sceptred King! 
All the ills their hate could bring 
Could not check, his daring wing — 

The Reformation Star! 

Oh let ns in very sooth — 
Graj-hair'd sire, stalworth jouth-rr 
Men who know the bless'd truth- 
Won through fire and war; 
Sons of William, nobly rise! 
Look above! Your guidance lies — 
WioklifEe ! — ^in the radiant skies— 
The Reformation Star! 
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King WiUiam's Day. 

WmitTBN WOK THB TOURTB NOTBICBBB* 

Arm— "The chough and crow." 
The glorious day of Aughrim's field — 

ThsX day of ebivalry — 
We*ll ne'er forget, when helm and shield 

Were bless'd with victOTj ! 
Like wildfire flashed onr engines, then 

Red havoc spread dismay ; 
Up, rouse ye, then, my merry Orangemen, 

It is King William's day ! 

To blast the torch of Liberty, 

Which our brave Others fired. 
False Jamas — the fiayeGS bigotry — 

With Papist foes conspired. 
; But history's page tells where and when 

We made them run away; 
Up, rouse ye, then, my merry Orangemen, 

It is King William's day ! 

Another Boyne may have its fray; 

Another Aughmm rise; 
Another Londonderry may 

Shew where its martyr lies. 
And should stLch scenes blaze forth again — 

Stand close upon that dayj 
Up, rouse ye, then, my merry Orangemen, 

It is King William's day ! 



Song of the Constitution Lodge, 

.: AiE—" Maggie Ladder." 
Let ^ie^ry sound the soldier's &me, 

And raise the troj^y column; 
Let learning's bright and honor'd name 

Illuminate the volume. 
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Let poets breath immortal song — 

The muse their fancj firing j 
Let patriots rise a glorions throng — 

To freedom's shrine aspiring. 

While heroes, bards, and sages, thns 

Are prized, and praised in story; 
Saj whiftt achievement is for us — 

On which to build our glory? 
Oh yes ; we pmnt, with h^ts ehu^ 

To light that's no illosion-^ 
The Star of "Sixteen eighty-^^ht"— 

Our glorious Constitution! 

The obelisk, the pyramid. 

Built by some proud projector, 

Were raised to show what great men did— 

They live in architecture ; 

But, oh, our tem][des far more great,- 
Built by freemen's communion; 

,Our pyramid of ** * Eighty-eight' '— 
Our gl^ious Constitution ! 

To raise this temple of our rig^tts, 

Their aid our sires lent it; 
For it they foii^ht a hwadred fights— 

Their blood the walls cemented* 
Great Orange William, senX by fate. 

Shed valor's bright diffusion. 
To win the pride of "'Eighty-eight"— 

Our glorious Constitution. 

Come, fill the cup of victory, 

"Ye Orange Constitution," 
And drink with plaudits three times three 

Unto our Tiearts' cotnmunion. 
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May ever upon rebels wait — 
Defeat, disgrace^ confusion ; 

And all who love not " 'Eightj-eight — 
Our glorious Constitution ! 



34 The Achievements of EnniskillMU 

Th« Batae of Newtown Bntler. 
Air—** The Arethusa." 

It was in Sixteen eighty-nine. 

Three rebel armies did combine 

To quench the fire on Freedom's shrine, 

Which blazed in Enniskillen. 
The Duke of Berwick led the North ; 
Mount Cashel led the Southerns forth ; 
And Sarsfield's best 
Came from the West — 
Twelve thousand men thej all came on ; 
But they fled, like mists at the rising sun. 

From the men of Enniskillen! 

Up rose a host of heroes then, 

To combat Sarsfield'e Connaught men — 

Like stag-hounds rushing up a glen, 

Came on brave Enniskillen! 
Five tiiousand Sarsfield led along; 
One thousand only we were strong ; 
But the fire of the just 
Laid them low in the dust — 
But they fell like grass at the sweep of the scythe, 
While bigot slave on the ground did writhe ' 

Beneath brave Enniskillen ! 
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Tlien Berwick's gallant cavsJrj 
Rode proudly up to Comecrea; 
But there a new Thennopyle, 

Was tliat pass of Enniskillen ; 
For there a few brave sons of truth — 
The hardy sire, and fierj youth, 
As firm as a rock, 
To the tempest shock, 
Thej stood their ground 'gainst a thousand horse, 
Till Berwick fled as he could not force 

The pass of Enniskillen! 

But, oh, the crowning light of all. 

At Newtown Butler did befal. 

Whose death smoke like a funeral pall, 

Wrapt the foes of Enniskillen ; 
Their pride and boast, bedeck'd in red — 
Lord Clare's dragoons, all fell or fled. 

But, oh! pellmeU, 

How the sword did tell. 
When scattered Munster strewed the plain. 
And Lord Mount Cashel bore the chain 
Of gallant Enniskillen ! 

Thus freedom's sons broke the control — 
The papal chain — that would have stole 
Its fetters round the immortal soul ; 

Oh valiant Enniskillen ! 
Oh may its bright example fire 
The son to emulate the sire ; 

And now fill the glass. 

This toast, let it pass — 
** May victory bless the Orange brand, 
When raised for faith, and faSier-land" — 
Like glorious Enniskillen! 
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65 The Trumpet of GUory. 

Air— ^WBl Watch,'' 

The trumpet of glory has often victorions 

Sung out the bold anthem^ the chevaliers' song, 
In praise of old England— old England the glorious — 

Whose sons, like her bold waves, to freedom belong. 
Elmblazon'd on hbtory's page is the story 

Of -spirits, as bold as the world ever saw; 
But none shone more bright in oor annals of glory, 

Than Wellington, Nelson, and Orange Nassau. 

Old England had long ruled as Queen of the Ocean, 

Her sons were all freemen, all Europe were slaves — 
When infidel France, and proud Spain took a notion — 

They'd conquer Britannia who rules o'er the waves. 
Combin'd came their fleets- -but they fled from the 
lightning 

Of Nelson, our Neptune, our bright ocean star. 
Who fell, while around him was victory bright'ning— 

For Nelson and England at famed Trafalgar ! v 

Napoleon le Grand — ere his f<Mixines were darkling— 

How glorious his upshot, but downfell, how quick j 
He rose like a rocket, all fiery and sparkling; 

He fell all as shabby, and dark as the stick. 
He fought and he conquer'd — ^but England, oh> never, 

For Wellington did his Imperials subdue ; 
On the shield of Britannia emblazoned for ever-^ 

In a hallo of glory shall beam Waterloo! 

I am proud of these battles — but, oh, I am prouder 
Of one that was fought for my altar — my home; 

In its praise shall my song, and my plaudit be louder— 
On my song floats my soul, as the wave bears the 
foam. 
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For faith aad for freedom, on earth asd in heaven^ 
Did true men in fervor and pietj join. 

When the chains of the F$3pial were glorionslj riven 
By William of Orange^ vktoriooa at Boyne ! 



PHILIP MELANCTHON. 

66 The Melancthon Lodge, 1755. 

AiB^'' Roatseau's Dream." 

When arose the Reformation — 

When its light did first appear — 
What a glorious constellation 

Brightened np the hemisphere. 
Zealons men were seen to clttstre — 

Filled with truth, and fiaith, and love j 
Stars on earth which drew their lustre 

From the fount of light above. 

Luther was the sun reeplenduit 

Of this galaxy of lights 
And around him were attendant 

Many a sinning satellite. 
And amidst this troop of spirits. 

In whom deeply were imbued 
AH the virtues man inherits — 

MQd Melancthon brightly stood. 

Oh! he was so kind a mortal- 
Full of gentlest sympathies- 
Soul more pure to heaven's portal 

Never sought Ihe glorious sides. ^ 
Learning's Imp his mind enlightened. 

Candour kept him free irom art; 
Truth his soul with wisdom brighten'd, 
Piety refined his heart. 
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Here below all would be darkling^ 
Were we left without that light 

Which illumed this spirit sparkling- 
Guiding us through error*s night. 

like his heart — all pious, loving-^ 
Be our hearts in unity ; 

To the world ever proving 
Orangemen's fratemitj. 



Th^Pope sat with his Cardinals. 

Air— « Sandy's mall." 
The Pope sat with his Cardinals, 
All Jesuitic generals — 
Within their gold and purple stalls 

In pontifical guise, man. 
Pope Pio Nino saw with grief 
How England laugh'd at bull and brief; 
But soon he thought he'd find relief 

In Jesuitic Wiseman. 

With hearts where dwell — 
The purpose fell. 
To doom to hell 
All who rebel; 
With popish spell. 

Came hooded Monk and Priar. 

Thej sat within the Vatican, 

With twinkling eje, and visage wan, 

And withered lip, and brow whose span 

Was bent in deep disguise, man. 
In scarlet hat, and purple hose. 
And jewell'd ring, whose lustre glows, 
And robes of lace, like Alpine snows, 

They met with Doctor Wiseman. 

With hearts where dwell, &c. 
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They talked of English heretics — 

They vowed they'd send them to old Nic's 

Who'd not how to the cracifix 

With adorations sigh, man. 
Thej said the time onoe more was come 
For Eogland's vassalage to Rome; 
How Doctor Pfissej work'd our doom 

With Jesuitic Wiseman. 

With hearts where dwell, &c. 

Thej said they would divide the land 

Amongst the apostolic hand — 

North, East, West, South on every hand — 

Cathedrals should arise, man. 
**The Sees are ours — we'll have our due — 
Westminster we will give to you, 
And Cardinal Archhishop too — 

You shall hiB Doctor Wiseman." 

With hearts where dwell, &c. 

Arundel, Shrewsbury, and a few— 
The sons of men whom martyrs slew- 
Vile bloody Mary's lordly crew — 

For Mother Church would rise, man. 
The Land of Saints would rise with zeal, 
Paul Cullen— rampant John M^Hale — 
And sly-boots Daniel Murray, pale, 

Would second Doctor Wiseman. 

With hearts where dwell, &c. 

So having kissed the Poiitiff s toe. 
And having got his red chapeau. 
Lord Cardinal did Wiseman go. 
And off to London flies, man. 
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When there, he thought it all quite pat. 
To bishop this maxk^ bishop that^ 
And swagger in his scarlet hat. 

What 9kfooUsk man was fVUeman, 

With hearts where dwell, &c. 

Bat since the dajs of Wdae/ proud 
To Cardmals we never bowed. 
So np arose the nation land 

In opposition cries, man. 
Thej held in scorn andacious Rome — 
They loved the Throne, their Faith, and Home 
Too well, to let Saint Peter's dome 

Have sway with Doctor Wiseman. 

With hearts where dwell, &c. 



Then Eki^and'e law the fiatgav 
That 1X0 presumptuous Popish knave. 
His tangling meshes here should weave 

To catch the soul with lies, man. 
For sly, insidious, dark, and foul, 
A subtle fiend with angry scowl. 
Lies hid beneath the monkish cowl 

Of Jesuitic Wiseman. 

With hearts where dwells &c. 

Arise ye Orangemen, arise — 
The holy martyrs from the skies 
Smile on your spirits hkh emprise, ' 

Which Popery defies, man ; 
Smite down the Popish autocrat ; 
Despise die Pussey treacherous rat. 
And trample on the scarlet hat 

Of Jesuitic Wiseman. 

They've hearts where dwell, &c. 
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68 The Orange Yeomamy of '98. 

Ai »— " Paddies eyennore." 

Fm anhnmble Orangeman, my fi^tlier he was one— 
The mantle which the sire wore has fallen to the son j 
He ranked with those who quelled their foes— 4he 

foes of Church and State, 
The gallant Orange Yeomanry who fought inNinetj- 



[shine, 
The light which led their spirits on o'er battle-iield did 
Elach breast was freedom's temple pore, each hearl 

was freedom's shrine; 
As sinks the daj in glorious raj, some sunk— anc 

bright their fate-^ 
The gallant Orange Yeomanry who fought in Ninety- 

eight! 

Behold the Orange peasant, or the Orange artizan; 
Go view his home, observe his ways— you'll find i 

is his plan. 
Through woe or weal, with godly zeal, fatie iflen U 

imitate — 
The gallant Orange Yeomanry who fought in Ninety 

<eight ! . . 

Toguard the F^h which Luiherpreached—rthenghti 

which William won. 
The Orangeman relies upon his bible and his gun; 
He prays for peace — ^yet war will &.ce, should rebeli 

LHce them, the Orange Yeomanry. who fought ii 
. Ninety*-eight! 
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" Who fears to speak of *98 ?" — ^this was the silly note 
Of one who was afraid to put his name to what he 

wrote ; 
He was afraid — ^they're all afraid — ^thej know we'll 

gag their prate. 
As did the Orange Yeonaanrj who fought in I^ety- 

eight ! 

[remain, 
In peace, like watchful silent stars, can Orangemen 
In war their energies are like, the surges of the main; 
Or like the mountain torrents rush, that never knows 

retreat, 
Would be their onset, like to them who fought in 

Ninetj-eight ! 

A toast, brave bojs—i" God save the Queen" — come, 
raise the sparkHng glass — 

For England's Church, and England's Throne, we'll 
stand in danger's pass; 

And drink to every Orangeman who'd spiil^ though 
death await. 

As did the Orange Yeomanry who fought in Ninety- 
eight! 



69 Song of the George Walker Lodge, 989. 

Air — ^'^ Jeannette and Jeannott'* 

My soul is Med with zeal, and my heart swells high 

with pride. 
When memory calls the spirits up of valiant men 

who died; 
Who died for all the golden links which bind us down 

to earth — 
Our holy faith; our liberties; the land that gave ns 
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And when imaginatioQ brings them up at dead oj 

night, 
A hero troop they sweep along in their immortal light ; 
O then methinks I see a shade before my vision gUdCj 
The spirit of George Walker, of Derry's walls the 

pride! 

When Derry's martjrs wasted pale, when famine 

sapp*d their blood — 
As Moses stood amidst the plague, this great and good 

man stood; 
When Derrj's walls were girt with foes, all succour to 

retard. 
He stood like him who raised the sword of Gideon and 

the Lord. 
And when our glorious William led his men to victory, 
Our soldier-priest was seen beside the banner of the 

free; 
And as he preached for God and truth, and fought for 

law and right, 
For them he met a glorious death at Boyne's immortal 

fight. 

Sriendship fill, 
ich love and 
And toasted joys and sentiments which all our bosoms 

thrill; 
But o'er the cup before us now a holier light is shed, 
The pure libation pour'd to the memory of the dead. 
Oh! raise in solemn silence the bumper to your lips, 
To him whose fame and piety no others could eclipse ; 
Alid this our charter-toast shall be— -drunk standing 

side by side — 
"The memory of George Walker! of Perry's walls 

the pride!" 
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70 A Song to the Lark. 

AiB— «*TJie brave old oak!*' 

A song to the lark, the merry, merry lark. 
He soars with a spirit's flight 

Through the misty clouds 

That morning shrouds — 
He flies to the fountain of light; 

He's a true Orange bird — 

For when William the Third 
Jjed his troops on the First of July, 

The lark's merry song 

Cheer'd the hero along, 
With melody down from the sky. 

CHORUS. 

Then a song to the lark, the merry, merry lark, 
Who loves^in the blue air to swim; 
He is the true bird 
Of WiUiam the Third, 
Foe he song him an Oange hymn. 

From his fluttering wings when the dew-drops he filings, 
They seem as they glance to earth 

Like atoms of lighl;, 

In their downward flight, 
Or sparkles of brilliant mirth; 

As he soars into light 

From the mists of the night. 
He's a type of that soul unconfined. 

Which burst through the cloud. 

Which the bigot, the proud. 
Would have east o'er the Protestant mind. 

Then a song, &c. 
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How sweet ia ^ Tale tbe soft mghtingale 
.Breathes his song to the ^wing stars ; 

Then the sentinel still 

In camp on the hill 
Thinks of home far awaj from the wars. 

But the larky oh, for me^ 

And his wild me]od>% 
Imping high like a martial fife ; 

Its music doth come 

To the soldiers' dnmiy 
And quickens the springs of life. 

Then a song, &c. 

The eagle— great hird ! is rapacious and prond— 
Too aristocratic for mej- 

On his throne amidst rocks. 

Human grandeur he mocks, 
Wrapt up in his roTalt y. 

But, oh, take mj word, 

The lark is the hird. 
For true men wherever thej be; 

His home's tiie green earth— 

The land of our birth, 
And his song is the song of the free ! 

Then a song, &c. 



JOHN KNOX. 

71 The John Eiiox Lodge, 1848. 

Aia— « Axdd Ung syne." 

Dark clouds of error spreading wide 
Had hid the Ldght Divine, 

And Rome, in idol pomp and pride. 
Profaned the Altar's shrine; , 
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But from afar, these ilia to mar. 
And check their Monkish guile. 

Arose John Knox, a glorious Star — 
The Star of Scotia's Isle! 

An instrument of Providence 

To advocate the Truth, 
With soul as warm, and zeal intense, 

In age as ardent youth ; 
All ills to brave — a gallej slave, 

A prisoner, an exil^. 
Was he who lash'd each Popish knave — 

The Star of Scotia's Isle! 

like Luther, bold and eloquent. 

Like Calvin, holy, pure. 
Like William, all his spirit went, 

Man's freedom to secure. 
Oh let us then, true Orangemen, 

Deserve all good men's smile. 
Like him who fear'd not thousands ten— 

The Star of Scotia's Isle! 



When Spirits gay. 

Air—** Lucy Long." 

When spirits gay are soaring 

On pleasure's rosy wing; 
When ruby flasks are pouring. 

When merry fellows sing. 
When stars in twilight glimmer. 

When friendship's cup we share-— 
Oh then the brightest brimmer 

We fill to woman fiiir. 
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CHORDS. 
Then fill jour sparkling glasses 

To bright ejes, black and bine; 
And toast those lovely lasses 

Who love the Orange hue. 

Our Cause shall have a bumper, 

And one to William's name; 
To sturdy Boyne a thumper. 

And one to Derry's fame ; 
And one unto our brothers-^- 

True men, devoid of guile ; 
But sweeter than all others, 

We fill to beauty's smile. 

Then fill your sparkling glasses, &c. 

When life looks lone and dreary, 

She smiles, and all is bright; 
When time's swift wing grows weary. 

Her glance renews Ids flight. 
On life's sea to the rover 

She is his guiding star; 
But when he's half seas over, 

Oh ! then she's brighter far. 

Then fill your sparkling glasses, &c. 

For her the famed in story 

Sought war and ocean's foam — 
Her glance led on to glory. 

Her smile has brighten'd home. 
WTien war her banners furl. 

And crowns Ihe victors wear. 
Oh! bloomless is the laurel. 

If love's roses are not there. 

Then fill your sparkling glasses, &c. 
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Astronomy ! Some greet her. 

And watch her starry skies; 
Oh, trust me^ 'tis much sweeter 

To watch sweet woman's eyes. 
My heart can't give compliance 

To learning — prudish miss ; 
Give 8<xne the bliss of science-^ 

Oh ! give me that of bliss. 

Then fill your ^arklii^ glasses, &c. 

As the rose is in the bower, 

The foimt in desert ways ; 
The star in twilight hour, 

The Isle in stormy seas; 
Thus, thus, is (^arimng woman — 

More bright than Indian pearls ; 
Dear to the heart of true men--^ 

So « here's the lovely girls ! " 

Then fill your sparkling glasses, &c. 



73 The Orange Drum. 

Air— **Braw John Hyland man (White oookade)." 

Oh the Orange drum! 

Oh the Oraiige drum! 
When the music of its roU o'er my ear does come, 

And sounding up the glen, 

With merry Orangemen, 
Oh there's life and admu^tion in the Oraalige drum. 

And the martial fife, 

With spirit rife. 
And bright Orange banners floating on ; ' 

Oh when that banner spread^ 

Rebellion's sons have fled. 
As mists will fly away from the rising sun. 

Oh the Orange drum, &c. 
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How grand on the ear 

Sounds the trumpet clear. 
When military troops in the field appear; 

^d the trumpet blast 

Will an ardour cast 
O'er the hearts of true men whom our Queen revere 

Yet, give me the beat 

That ne'er knew retreat — 
The roll of our drum and the martial fife — 

That cheer'd our gallant sires, 

Their ardent sons inspires, 
And led unto victor/ through blood and strife. 

Oh the Orange drum, &c. 

Come, the glass fill high«-« 

For I cannot see why — 
If my heart overflows that my oup should be dry ; 

For the glass should express 

The heart's excess, 
As the soul beams forth in the sparkling eye. 

Ill give a toast — 

Stand to your post— 
We'll sing its applause like bees that hum; 

With bumpers flowing high, 

Shout, shout unto the sky, 
<< Here's glory and success to the Orange drum!" 
Oh the Orange drum, &c. 



74 A Lifa in King William's Camp. 

Air — " A life on the Ocean wave." 
A'life in King William's camp — 

A life with the bold and free ; 
With spirits no fear could damp — 

Oh ! that were the life for me. 
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like bees that crowding come 
To the hive when day is past. 

They march'd to the rolling drum. 
Or charged to the trmnpet blast. 

CHORUS. 

A life in King William's camp-^ 
A life with the bold and free : 

With spirits no fear /jould damp — 
Oh! that were the life for me. 

At mom, np with the dawn, 

To the sonnd of the bugle clear; 
At noon, on the rerdant lawn, 

Was spread the soldiers' fare. 
At evening, ere the watch 

Was set for night patrol, 
Thej sung the merry catch, 

And filled the flowing bowl. 
A life, &c. 

But, oh, when they heard the shout — 

"To arms! to arms! to arms!" 
What energies burst out — 

Eager for war's alarms. 
With Walker — for God and right — 

Schomberg, of flashing steel. 
And William, to lead the fight — 

Oh ! they were invincible ! 
A life, (fee. 

Thus whether he dwelt in tent. 

Or nish'd to meet the foe. 
The Protestant soldier went 

With a light upon his brow; 
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Witk a heart that could accord^ 
Where love the bowl would orown. 

And an arm to raise the sword 
To strike a t jrant down ! 
A life, dio. 

Ye sons of that hero band — 

Whose spirit each soul inspires— 
Oh join both heart and hand 

To emulate our sires. 
Come fill the jovial glass — 

Trim up the evening lamp — 
** Here's their memory who did pass, 

A life in King William's camp." 
A Ufe^ &c. 
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75 Mow let OS dose the Nigbt 

Air— <* Rise Sons of WiUiam rise." 

Now let us close the night — 
Let the song be gaj and light; 
Heart, hand, and voice unite; 
Bidding each farewell. 
See we trace 
Love and peace 
In each happy smiling face; 
On our brow 
Glows the vow 
Of the Orange spe^. 

Now let us close the night, 
Let the song be gay and light; 
Heart, hand, and voice tmite, 
Biddinff each forewell. 
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Time's sands nm sparkling- 
Let ns pearls for him string. 
To deck his rapid wing. 
Ere he flies away. 

Friendship's howers 
Offer flowers 
Wreath'd hy &e rosy hours ; 
Sueh a chain 
Might detain 
Time awhile to star« 

Now let ns CK>9e the nigbt, &o. 

Gaj hours fly too ftist— 
Many gay to-night have past — 
But sweetest is &e last. 
Bright-like coming day ; 
Ere he's fled^ 
Light he's shed 
From Ms little starry head; 
Fairy Ehre! 
His hour — ^Twelve — 
Whispers, "come awayl" 

Now let us close the night, &c. 
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Orangeism— then and now. 

I am a plain old Oraogenuuiy 

Qf bumble station, bonest birtb; 
I tbink mjself as true a man> 

As au7 man wbo treads tbe earth. 
To Throne and Altar, Church and State, 

III give mj arm, faith, and wprd; 
But as a plain old Orangeman, 

I. care but lUtle lor a lord. 

'Tis true that lords haye nobly dtood 

To pull a tyrant monarch down — 
From John, they Magna Charts won, 

From James, they helped to wrest the Crown. 
But Runemede, and glorious Boyne, 

Would never suit your modern sword; 
And ftiinking of these fields of fame^ 

How I despise a carpet lord. 

In times of danger, strife, and death. 

Our Justitution did arise — 
A wiser scheme to crush tbe bad, 

The human mind could ne'er devise. 
Where rebel foes in thousands thronged^. 

There flashed *he valian^ Orange sword. 
And underneath its seven-fold shield. 

Crept many a prudent willing lord. 
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Thousands of men ensnar*d ns ronnd. 

Who'd smile, and smile, jet plan the blow; 
And as we could not read the heart, 

'Twas fit to know a friend firom foe. 
Then prudence taught the mjstic sign^ 

And told the talismanic word, 
. By which to know for whom we'd die. 

Whether a peasant or a lord. 

Then Orangeism bore the palm. 

And led to honor, wealth, and faoM ; 
Its rules, its rites, were reverenced. 

And blazon'd with a rojal name. 
Hie mitre, and the coronet, 

The senate, and the council board — 
All smiled upon an Orange Lodge, 

And so, of course, did many a lord. 

When rebel steel flashed o'er the land. 

On mountain height, in town, and glen, 
Who fought their way through fire and blood, 

To smite them down? — tke Orangemen! 
For this the senate gave us thanks — 

And well we earned the high reward ; 
And compliments and gratitude 

Were paid by many a flippant lord 

But vile expediency arose 

To lay the Oriange banner low ; 
'Tis crime to hold the bond of truth — 

'TIS crime to know a firiend from foe. 
And who are they who foremost stand 

To put their fiat and award. 
Upon that lov'd and loving band? — 

Why, many a vacillating lord. 
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A law maj frown, coerce, proscribe— 

Call me illegal — crush me down ; 
But all the powers on earth cannot 

Make me disloyal to the Crown. 
I care not for aristocrats — 

With humble men 1 will accord— « 
And when the hour of danger's near. 

Oh! how I will despise a lord* 



On reacUng in the Spirit of the Nation the Tenes beginning 

''Who fears to Speak of Ninety-eight?" 

Signed S.,T. CD. 

^ Who fears to speak of Ninetj-eight?" 

Thus vauntinglj Young Ireland spoke, 
With uncheck'd impudence elafe-^ 

Ripe to shake off the British yoke. 
Oh, what a fiery waspish thing, 

Sprmg from the head of Old Repeal: 
like to a wasp its buzzing wing — 

Unl^e a wasp— its stingless tail ; 
Young Ireland — ^what a vaporing throng — 
Their courage oozed out in a song! 

'Tis said this vile, but clever verse. 
Sprung from the able pen of one 

Whose numbers so emphatic, terse. 
With some did for its spleen atone ; 

Who soar'd on learning's classic wing. 
Who climbed up science' lofty mount ; 

Who quaff 'd the bright hesperian spring, 
• But never drank at Wisdom's fount". 

What gained he by his learned lore ?— 

The kmick to ope a rankling sore. 
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Oh! shades of Grattan! CBmtB! Flood!— 

Ye on whose accents freedom hung ; 
Ye who spoke ovt, and bravely stood, 

With sonl of fire nnd /barless tongue.- 
Spirits! conld je look down on ns, — 

Black with contempt yonr glance would be 
Upon that vile anonymoua — 

That sneaking «S , T.C.D./' 

Who would incite to rebel shout, 
But dastard'like^ would not speak out. 



Collegiate rules impose an oath, 

A hoi J sacramental vow; 
"Ks said S , T.C.D. took both 

Ere college honors decked his brow! 
If so, he swore to stand or fall 

By Britain's Crown — 'gainst everj wrong; 
But read his rhymes — 'tis treason aU— 

He's peijur'd in that rebel song. 
Alas ! let Alma Mater weep, 
That soul is perill'd deeply deep. 



Magician-like^ he would have cast 

His spells, and raised from chamal dust 
The horrid monster of the past — 

The fiend of rapine, blood, and lust 
Like to presumptuous Frankenstein, 

Who raised a fiend from cfead men's bones. 
So horrible it seared his brain, 

And sought his life with yells and groans ! 
Such, «S , T.C.DV' your fate- 
Go, raise the fiend of << Ninety-eight!" 
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« Who fears to speak of Ninety-eigbt?"] 
Who shout this emptj gasconade? — 

The sons of men whose deadly hate — 
' A land of graves their country made. 

« The Age of Reason "—«* Rights of Man' - 
The doctrine oi aoenrsed Paine, 

llie deist and republican. 

With blood and sin tbe land did stain ; 

The sons of such a wicked race 

Should fear, and blush, and hide their ftce. 



Should fear and blush — trnd so they shall — 

While history tells the damning tale 
Of deeds which may the heart aj^al : 

Of murderers fierce— of cowards pah — 
Of rebel chiefs, of brutal bcmds. 

Raging to slaughter heretics; 
Of priests who waved in bloody hands 

A pistol and a crucifix* 
Yes, read these deeds of demon hate, 
Then blush and fear for ** Ninety-eight !" 



Before and after Ninety-five, 

The fell ^^Defenders*'— so miscalled— 
To such a climax did arrive 

In outrage, that men were appalled : 
Murderous and dark the course they run — 

Bonded by secret oath to strike; 
At night was heard the assassin gun, 

At mom was seen the bloody pike; 
And dwellmgs doom'd to midnight flames. 
Were oft for them exulting themes. 
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Witness at Forkhill, in Dundalk, 

The tongueless wretch was left to bleed; 
The scalpmg-knife and tomahawk 

Less dreadfdl were in savage deed. 
The tongue cut out which taught to praj. 

The Imnd all maimed which taught to write. 
Bleeding and agonized thej laj, 

Choaked in their gore 'till morning's light 
Whj thus was left ti^e bleeding wretch? — 
Because he dared the truth to teach. 



To guard both propertj and life, 

A few bold Protestants combined 
To put a check to lawless strife, 

And quell these men of savage mind ; 
Soon they commenced that bold career. 

Which led to victory oft and oft, 
Soon the '^Defenders" had to fear 

The Orange banner borne aloft. 
They fled where victory now begun, 
At the battle of the Diamond won. 



Then rose a fierce, rebellious band^- 

<< United Irishmen" — ^who came 
With bloody pike and flaming Inraiid, 

And swept the land with woe and shame. 
The furies raged in human guise—* 

Republican, and Jesuit, 
And Atheist, whom the God denies — 

Oh! what a demon triumvirate! 
Three^headed monster, grim and fell, 
Fit cerberus for their rebel helL 
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The rebels having raised the war. 

First showed outrage with blood-red arm. 
Wild carnage was their leading star — 

Demons thej were in human form. 
Fnrions and ckmorous on thej came. 

But greater paltroons earth ne'er saw ; 
Their fire was but a moment's gleam — 

The weak flash of a heap of straw. 
From true men's fire did cowards run. 
Though ojft one hundred men to one. 



Be witness Carlow, where, at least, 

Full fifteen hundred of their crew 
Fled oflf in most disgraceful haste 

From five hundred of "True Blue." 
At Tara's height four thousand men 

Muster'd in wild and savage groups. 
But when thej felt our steel, whj then, 

Thejr fled from just four hundred troops; 
Gorej's two thousand, pale with Mght, 
One hundred and thirty put to flight. 



Be witness Ross's mjriad host 

Of five and twentj thousand, who 
Disgracefiillj the battle lost, 

To fourteen hundred, staunch and true. 
At Arklow, thirty thousand more. 

Of them, five thousand, each a gun. 
Felt fourteen hundred rather sore, 

And cowards-like, away did run; 
And at Clouard five hundred fled 
From thirty yeomen all in red. 
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Be witneift Newtown-Barrj's lOute, 

And HacketstowUy where hundreds ten 
And more, fled from the ardent ahout 

Of one htmdred and thirtj men. 
At Enniscorthy, thousands three. 

Three hundred brave men kept at bay ; 
At Vinegar Hill, there Popery, 

With rebel priestcraft, held its sway. 
What followed? — flight did thousands save, 
And hundreds met a traitor's grave. 



Oh, what a catalogue is here 

Of %nominous eowardiee— 
Of savage rage, of dastard iear. 

Of sin and death, of woe and vice. 
Not e'en was valiMur's Are found 

O'er their dark deeds to cast a ray; 
For, if fOT one who stood his ground^ 

Ten thousand cowards ran away; 
They feared the death that did await— 
The rebel fear of " Ninety-eight !" 



The devil laughed, and hell did gape. 

Eager on human woes tq hast ; 
And now the fiend took human shape— 

Incarnate in a rebel Priest. 
With him came demons, grim and foul— ^ 

Dark superstition's monkish hood~ 
And bigotry's forbidden scowl, , 

And persecution, red with blood; 
And vengeance raised the pike and torch 
In holy zeal fur MotterChurchl 
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Blush, PapistSy for yoar Priest's disgrae 

Whirling destmetioa's soorpkm rod; 
Who should be ministers of peace^ 

But slaughtered in the name of God* 
Stand forth each execrated name — 

Phantoms of Uood-stain'd Priests approach ; 
Keams and Clinch — thdbr country's shame — 

Murphj) and fiendish Philip Roaoh; 
And Murph/s shade from Ballyvogue 
Flies idmddering oyer ScuUabogue. 

Blushy blush, ye crew, yoyir heads hang down. 

Blush for your wholesale murderers ; 
See Scullabogue — see Wexford town — 

Their flames, their screams, their massacres. 
Before your Priests fled mercy, hope — 

ITiey foremost in the carnage stood ; 
Rebellion stained the embroidered cope, 

And the white alb was smeared with blood. 
Men who no havoc e'er could sate, 
Now fear and blush for ^ Ninety-eight!" 

Think, ye vain fools, of what befel 

The myriads of your savage sires. 
Who dared 'gainst England to rebel. 

Who dared provoke her lightning's fire. 
Just think what England only did. 

Think what rebellion failed to do— 
A pigmy to a pyramid — 

W^ill ye rush on destruction too? 
Vain fools, your boast is all a cheat — • 
Ye ai^ afr(M of ^* Ninety-eight /" 
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Deeds too terrible for the ear. 

And treachery on jonr name await; 
And black in historj je appear^ 

Then blnsh, then blush for " Ninetj-eight" 
And when the blush is on jour face, 

For crimes which bum with shameful glow, 
Think how eternal jour disgrace. 

For cowardice, contemptuous, low; 
Think of the scorn je do create, 
And fear to speak of ** Ninety^ht /" 



NOTE —For the trath of all th«ae asBertioiiQ, see Maxwell's imptitiil 
History of the Rebellion in 17d8. 
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8.' Oh! let utne'ef forget, men, — The house of Orange was 
C^ttlriiristic, Its {>rinoe8 being zealoas supporters of the doctrine 
f cdLi^ection, and final peroeverance, and in tfafs doctrine William 
was instructed from childhood. His theological opinions were 
mdl^ecidedj^e tenets of predestination being the keystone 
oFBuTreligion^ and he has often declared, that if he were to 
abandon- that "tenet, he most abandon with it all belief of a 
superintending Providentse, and must become a mere epicurean. 
Hu^reds of Calvhiistio ministers proclaimed- from the pulpit, 
** that the same power which had set apart Sampson iVom the 
womb to be a scourge of Ae Philistines, and which had called 
Gideon from the threshing-floor to smite the Midianites, had 
raised up William ot Orange to be the champion of all fre6 
nations, and of all pure chmxhes." This opinion had an influence 
powerftk and unshaken on the mind of the bold and Tirtuous 
enthn^ast ; and it has been said, that to theeonfidence which the 
heroic^/a/t«^ placed in his high destiny, and in his sacred cause, 
is to be partly attributed his singular indifference to danger. 

fiift wonderfel escs^s from death, presented in many forms, 
had been relied w^ with pious exultation, by those who 
believed he wc^ **a hero sent by Proridence," in proof of his 
misrioDtf Tn 1675, when he w«is twenty-five years old—and at 
that early age he was renowned throughout Europe as a soldier, 
and a politician --he was attacked with the small-pox, and which, 
having proved fbtal to his fktfaer emd mother, gave great appre- 
hension to his friends, hie eountrv, and his allies; but by the 
blessing of Providence he soon recovered, and applied himself 
to opening the campaign against the French. In October, 1 688, 
on the invitation of the protestaots of England, he sailed from 
Helviot Slue.vs^ with a numerous fleet, to crush the tyranny of 
his bigotted father in-law. The first night they were at sea, a 
violent storm arose, which, continuing with unabated fury for 
twelre hours, obliged the vessels, some either to put back to 
Helviot Slueys, others to take reftige in the neighbouring har- 
bours, and some driven to the North were missing for several 
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days. On this eventful occasion the prince was exposed in an 
open boat, to all the fury of the midnight storm, but God was 
pleased to preserve him. His frequent escapes from the dangers 
of the battle-field are too numerous to be compressed into a note. 
Take two instances out of a hundred. The French king and his 
generals felt the bitterest envy and animosity towards William 
for his valor, his glory, and his uncompromising hostility to 
popery; and their chagrin was increased, when, in 1676, they 
found him in command of the allied armies of Germany, Spain, 
and Holland. Louis having attacked the Spanish Netheriands, 
took the frontier town of Maestricht, intending to carry fire and 
sword into William's own territory. The prince laid mefga to 
Maestricht, and was ever exposing himself to the greatest periL 
His escapes from danger was the surprise and admiratMjfi of 
all ; and on one occasion, having received a muaket'Shot m the 
arm, and perceiving those about him to be daunted, he imme- 
diately took off his hat with the wounded €uin, and waved it 
about his head, to show that the hurt was only in the flesh. 
Providence on another eventAxl occasion, spread its protecting 
wing over the hero. On the 30th June, 1690^ being the eve <^ 
the ever-memorable battle of the Boyne, King WiUiam was 
making his observations on the Irish camp. He rode to the 
pass before the village of Oldbridge, and from the side of a bank 
within musket-shot of the ford, took a nearer view of the sitnaticm 
of the enemy, and soon after proceeded two hundred paces up 
the river, near the west of their whole camp. Whilst the army 
was marching, he dismounted, and refreshed himself, by sittii^ 
on a rising ground for about an hour, which the enemy observing, 
they sent about forty horse, who made a stand on a ploughed 
field, opposite the king, and planted two field-pieces at the corner 
of the hedge undiscovered. The king was no sooner remounted 
than they fired at him, and with the first shot, killed a umxk and 
two horses very near him. This ball was immediately succeeded 
by another, which grazing on the bank, did, in its rise, slant on 
the king's right shoulder, took away a piece of his coat, ruffled 
the skin and flesh, and afterwards broke the cap of a gentleman's 
pistol. Mr. Coningsby (afterwards Earl Coningsby) instanUy 
rode up, and put his handkerchief upon the wound, whikt the 
king mounte<l again and rode on, only saying, ** there was no 
necessity ; the bullet should have come nearer.'' 

5, The Prince of Orange Xo%.— Chailes II., who was as 
unprincipled in politics, as he was corrupt in morals, sgned a 
secret treaty with France, m 1671, which was brought about 
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mainlj bj his kept mistressy the duchess of Portsmouth, i 
French woman, and his brother^ the bigotted James, duke o 
York. ChaitMr^and James, in conjunction with the kiog o 
France, had fiM*med this confederation to destroy protestantisn 
throughout Europe, and for this nefarious end, Uiey determine< 
to ruin the Dutch, the most powerful support of the reformer 
religion on the Continent In the hour of danger the Stat* 
geaerals turned their eves to the Prince of Orange, whom the^ 
elected when only twenty»two years old, stadtholdor, and captaii 
and admiral-general. In defence of his country and religion 
he shewed himself against the mighty power of France, botl 
the hero and the statesman; and matters came to such a crisis 
that Louis XIV. made every effort, by offers of honor and ad 
vantage to his person and fuuily, provided he would yield to bt 
guided by French councils. But his soul was superior to th< 
temptation, and his firm answer always was, ** That he neve 
would betray the trust reposed in him, nor ever sell the libertie 
of his country, that his ancestors had so long defended." 

William, at the early age of twenty-four, was made general 
issimo of the Imperial, Spanish, and Dutch armies, then con 
federated against Loi^ls and Charles; and in his ardour h( 
sighed to gain a victory in France, and there revenge the in 
vasion of his own country. To effect this glorious achievement 
he brought Prince Conde^ the most renowned general of his day 
to an action at the battle of Seneff. The success of this battl< 
was so variously reported by each side, that it was doubtful t( 
say to whom victory belonged. But that William gained grea 
glory on the field, was generously acknowledged by his nobh 
enemy, the Prince of Conde, who said of him, that "he actec 
like an old captain in all the action, but only venturing himsel 
too much like a young man.'' General Zauch, in his letter t( 
the States, giving an account of the action, says, *^ I have en 
deavoured to discharge my duty in attending his Highness th( 
Prince of Orange during the bloody and famous battle betweei 
the confederate army, and that of the most Christian king, th( 
happy issue of which, has proved so much to the glory of th( 
Prince of Orange, wIk> shewed upon that occasion the prudenc( 
of an aged captain, the courage of a Cesar, and the undauntec 
bravery of a Mariusi" 

9. Come Cheery Brothers, «/?.— The struggle in April, 1836 
on the dissolution of the Grand Lodge of Keland, which tooli 
place between the True men and the Expediency men, is, anc 
must ever be, fresh in the memory of those who were present or 
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hat erentftil occasion. That mental conflict, bringing into col- 
Ision men of all degrees of temper, and caliber of talent, caused 
in anxiety the most intense, and elicited flashes of thought, and 
strains of eloquence more bright and powerful, than ever bafore 
dgnalised the annals of orangeism. After two days of close 
leliberation, and hot debeUe, in which several members for the 
lissolution delivered very luminous orations, remarkable--at 
ime has shewn— for false reasonkig, and visionary expectationa, 
he dissolution was decided on by a very small majority. The 
pief caused by this result on the minds of many, was variously 
exhibited : some fell into deep gloom, as if the cloud of oppression 
lad already passed over their hearts; others inftiriated at the 
>asenes8 of the injustice, were highly excited, and gave them 
(elves up to the whirlwind of their feeling; but there was oBe<» 
I clergyman — he wept! 

The ** good men and true" of that pure and p ri nc ip lsd minority 
;ou]d not long permit their beloved institution to remain without 
ts proper organization. They accordingly met, and revived — 
lot the institution, for it never ceased, but-^the Grand Xodge 
)f Ireland. In their report, publi^ed in November, 1837, as 
o the propriety of reviving the Grand Lodge 4if Ireland^ is the 
bllowing forcible passage : 

** That the proxpeci of ibu9 allaying the hostility of our^nemiea— that 
s, by the dissolution— it unfortunately equally vifionary, might be deduced 
rom the fact aheady adverted to, that not one healiug or i«alutary eflTect 
ei«ultcd from the dlp^olution. Though Oranfjeiem bad already ceased to 
sxist, it was still used by our enemies as synonymoot with protestantism, 
18 the fitting appellation for every obstacle, even individually oflerrd to 
heir purposes — nothing was gained, even in name — ^protestantism was still 
»bs(inately identified with orangeism." 

10. Baise the Song. — That William's name was enrolled In 
be annals of fame by the concurrence of all ages and creeds is 
ndisputable; foes and friends, papist, as well as protestant, have 
lome testimony to his achievements, and all Christendom has 
)lazoned forth his immortality. 

His life was full of strange circumstances. He was bom on 
he 4th day of November, 1650. On the 4th of November he 
narried IM ary Stuart, his first cousin ; and on the 4th of N crvem- 
)er be arrived on the coast of England. He was a posthumous 
;bild, his father, William II., having died before his birtlx. He 
vas a seven-months child, his constitution weak; and his edu- 
cation neglected; but he was a good mathematician as regarded 
nilitary tactics; and his mother, the Princess Dowag^, who was 
in English woman, daughter of Charles I., taught him to speak 
English and French with fluency. Yet, as he was sent by Pro- 
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Tidence to be tiie Champion of the Truth, he surmonnted al 
obstacles; and valor and virtue have made his memory immortal 

Macanlej thus speaks of him: 

** The faculties which are neceaaary for the condnot of important hoai 
neaa ripened in him at a time when they have scarcely began to blosaon 
in ordinary men. At 18* he sat among the fathers of the commonwealth 
grave, discreet, judicious, as the oldest one of them. At 21, in a day o 
aoom and terror, he was placed at the head of the administration. At 23 
be was received throvglioat Europe as a soldier and a ix>litician. He hac 
pat domestic factions under his feet ; be was the soul of a mightv coalition 
aftd he had contended with honor in the field against some of the greates 
generals of the age." 

12. Tfte Oldbridffe Loifye.^The battle of the Boyne, fought 
on the Ist July« 1690, was the most memorable conflict evei 
known in the Bridsh Islands. No contest of the houses of Yorh 
and Lancaster could be compared to it; indeed it was beyond 
comparison, whether we reflect on the chiefs who fought, or the 
subject of their fight Two kings in person, closely allied by 
ties of blood and marriage, contended for the sovereignty of three 
crowns; and upon the issue of their quarrel, in a great measure, 
depended the fate of thmr respective aUies, and of Europe. Both 
armies were excite to the utmost zeal by the presence of their 
sovereigns, and both fought for their religion; but William was 
commanding an army of freemen, who, besides contending for 
religion, fought for their laws and their liberties. But James's 
army — ''oh! they wanted that within which sanctifies a blow!" 

King William's army having, in spite of the opposition ofltsred 
by Sir Neill O'Neill's dragoons— who was himself killed in the 
contest— and, notwithstanding the opposing front of a squadron 
of Hamilton's horse, effected a position at the enemy's side of 
the Boyne, the fight began. Many acts of glory and valor were 
achieved, which threw lustre on Ihe field, and immortality on 
the hero. At one time, the Dutch guards being advanced into 
the open field, the Irish poured down upon them a second time 
in gi^Mit numbers, and with redoubled fury; but the Dutch 
firmly standing their ground, and being reinforced by other 
regiments, the Irish were glad to retire, upon which, a firesh 
squadron advanced to support them, but were vigorously repulsed 
by the French protestants and £nniskilleners. In the first of 
these actions La Caillemotte, colonel of an inf^try regiment 
of French protestants, was killed, having received his mortal 
wound; and as he was carried by four soldiers to the English 
ramp, encouraged his countrymen who were crossing the nver, 
with these words, "a to ghriey ines enfaua, a la glorie.**--** To 
glory t my boys, to glory" 
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13, Come join in Festive Song. — There is allnrion in the 
second verse to our orange decorations. The adoption of the 
orange colour by the fHends and followers of King William is 
coeval with his first entry into London, which took place on the 
1 8th Decemher, 1688, at three o'clock in the afternoon, attended 
oy a magnificent equipage, and a numerous retinue. We are told 
by Macaoley, that in the procession *< every hat, every carriage, 
(cas adorned with orange ribands ;** and he also says that ^ the 
theatres were every night, from the pit to the ceiling, one blaze 
7/ orange ribands!'* 

Orangeism is pre-eminent to every other fraternity, for its 
aniversal identification with the person of its founder, and It is 
& distinction, of which the orangeman is proud, to decorate his 
breast with the profile of his hero. Far as the institution is 
spread — and that takes in the wide circle of the civilised woild^ 
the orange medal is to be found worn by the brotherhood; and 
as the memory of his actions are engraven on their hearts, the 
image of his countenance is placed upon their bosoms. 

In Macauley's history he is thus described : 

" He was now (1687) in his 37th year, bnt both in body and mind lie 
was older than any other man of the same age. Indeed it might be said 
that he had never been youn^. His external appearance is almost as well 
known to us as it was to his own captains and counsellors Sculptors, 
painters, and medalists exerted their utmost skill in the work of transmit* 
ting his features to posterity, and his features were such as no artist coold 
fail to seize, and such as once seen, could never be forgotten. His name 
at once calls up before us a slender and feeble frame ; a lofty and ample 
forehead ; a nose curved like the beak of an eagle ; an eye revolvmg like that 
of an eagle, in brightness and keenness; a thoughtful, and somewhat salles 
brow ; a firm and curved mouth ; a cheek pale, thin, and deeply furrowed by 
sickness and by care. That pensive, severe, and solemn aspect could scarcely 
have belonged to a happy or a good-humoured man. But it indicates in a 
manner not to be mistalcen, capacity equal to the most ardnoua enteifMrizee, 
and fortitude not to be shaken by reverses or dangers." 

14. Tke Protestant Queens o/England.—The song is written 
in praisie of the protestant queens of England who reigned in 
their oitm right, not merely as queens consort The throne 
of these realms have been graced by true protestant queens 
consort, of whom Queen Charlotte and Queen Adelaide shine 
the brightest. 

Elizabeth's victories over Spain and popery, and the destruction 
of the so-called Invincible Armada, and the plans of the In- 
quisition, and the glorious achievements of the duke of Mail- 
borough over the French, in the reign of Queen Anne, a reign 
equally illustrious for the light of literature, as the light of arms 
will be found in Hume and SmoUet 
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The sphere of action of Queen Mary was necessarily very 
limited, but Che glory of the reign was partly her glory, for she 
was queen in her own right. The management of affairs was 
often entrusted to her during the king's frequent absence in 
the wars, and she was eyer the guardian of our protestant faith. 
At her death the king was in great sorrow. He lored her for her 
beauty, and her virtue, and ever spoke in high admiration of the 
purity of her morals — a very rare virtue in a very profligate age. 

16. To William*i Name sound trumpet praise, — ^*The glorious, 
pious, and immortal memory of the great and good King William 
III., who freed us, &c.' This our charter-toast has ever been 
received with all the honcn^ and enthusiasm due to the fame of 
our great deliverer, who freed us from popery, and arbitrary 
power. It is, I conceive, a sentiment entitled to be responded 
to with feelings of pride for the past, zeal for the present, hope 
for the future; and, I think, that the few who drink our charter 
toast in silenoe, are much mistaken in their view of the senti- 
ment If the words were merely, * tlie memory of King William,' 
there would be reason for giving a silent honor to the grave and 
melancholy announcement. But no; we give a sentiment which 
must, of necessity, light up the mind, and animate the soul — a 
sentiment which embodies the bright reminiscences of victories, 
whose lustre shed a ' glorious, pious, and immortal memory,' 
like a celestial halo around the name of the victor. There has 
ever been, is, and ever will be, a talismanic power in these 
wordsy too fervent, too beloved, too closely interwoven with our 
hearts' brightest hopes, and our hearts' fondest feelings, ever to 
be chilled or darkened by this fastidious and siljy innovation 
of '' solemn silence." 

20. Z%e Boyal Adelaide.Since the days of Elizabeth, there 
was not a more truly protestant queen than Adelaide. Her 
tmly protestant principles, the purity of her unaffected piety^ 
and her munificent, yet unostentatious charity, shed a lu8t» 
roond the throne, more glorious than all the blaze of roj«^ 
magnificence. : j 

3i. The Oates of Londonderry ^-^Towax^s the end of 168^ 
the weak-minded and bigotted James found himself in possessioil 
of the greater part of Ireland, with the exception of the North- 
invincible North!— whose protestant spirit checked the fiend ( 
popery. The scourges of war and martyrdom had been in 
dieted with measureless severity on the " Saxons and heretics,'^ 
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as <mr forefktiien were designated. Yet* notwithsf nding all 
their sufferings, the loyalists of Ulster ^ewed great resistance, 
having po8S€M9ed themselTes of EnniskiUen, Sligo, Coleraine, 
the Fort of Culmore^ and some other places of less note. James's 
army was composed of a namerous mass of the Irish serfe and 
rapparees, headed by their half-ciTilised chiefii — a few RngJiBh 
leaders and adherents, who led on some troops; and a powerfiil 
force sent to his aid by Louis XIV., hea^ by some of the 
leading captains of the age. Londonderry, which had been 
favoured by James I., as a prolestant colony, now attracted the 
malignant notice of his grandson, James II. $ thither, therefore, 
to Londonderry—the maiden city — the star of the North ! — did 
James send an army of 20^000 men, who vowed vengeance and 
extermination against the adherents of King IfVlUiam. But 
God Almighty, who, in the olden time had rescued his own in 
the midst of the Red Sea, and through the wilderness, did not 
in aftertimes desert his suffering people. 

The shutting of tlie gates of Derrj on the 7th Deoembei^ 
1 688, against the invading army , was an act of heroism, of whidi 
history has scarcely a pimiUel. The horrors of siege, war, and 
famine paralysed the hearts of the graver citizens, who were for 
at once admitting tto enemy within the walla. But a few brave 
youths, * the 'prentice boys of I>erry,' burst forth with enthusiasm 
in the critical moment, and their shouts and energy decided the 
matter ; with an appalling ory of < no surrender' they seiaed the 
keys of the city, and twelve or thirteen brave young fellows im- 
mediately mounted the ramputa, put the matches to the guns, 
and the cowardly and terrified enemy £ed in dismay. 

The sufferings of the besieged fh>m want and disease were 
dreadful, and in the end, death in every hideous form, became 
familiar. The siege continued from the 7th December, 1688, 
until the 30th July, 1689, during which time the vilest eatables 
were sold at enormous prices. 

The cup of misery was quaffed to the very dregs, and Oovemcff 
Walker, fearing that these hardships would break their sinrit 
and their resolution, tried every me^ms to ke^ hope alive in 
the breasts of the people, and with that view, he preached on 
Tuesday, the 30th of July, in the Cathedral, and endeavoured 
to support their fortitade by impressing upon them, *of fphat 
importance it was to the {Mrotestant religion at that time, that 
they should be firm to the cause, and told them that they need 
not doubt, but that God would at last deliver them from the 
tribulations ti^ey were suffering,' And in this he proved a tme 
prophet; the wind which had been {(a weeks adverse to the 
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transports sent tar their relief, suddenly changed in their favor. 
The seascm of their greatest affliction was that chosen by Pro- 
vidence to manifest its 'mercies; and the congregation, on re- 
turning from church, beheld three ships in the river, standing 
in foil sail for Culmore. To oppose the entrance of relief, the 
enemy had thrown a ponderous boom across the river. The 
Monn^oy first struck and brook the boom, but in her rebound 
was driven ashore. The enemy fired all their guns upon her, 
and were preparing to board her, when firing a broadside, the 
shock loosened her,so that she passed the boom, and with swelling 
sail and flowing streamers, she brought relief to Londonderry. 

23. J really must give my protest — In 1848, smne very 
respectable members of the institution, for whose opinion, in 
general, on the subject I entertain a very high respect, en- 
deavoured by preeept and example, to introduce teetotalism 
into the Metropolitan lodges. Their laudable, but ill-judged 
efforts fttoved quite abortive. 

Let us consider the matter a little. The Orange Institution 
is, in its nature, highly moral, political, and social; and it was 
wise to combine these three great principles for our guidance 
and control. Our duty, therefore, is to obey God, honor the 
Queen, and love the brotherhood. It is plain from the nature 
of our institution, tlie time when it arose, and the men who 
have, and do constitute its members, daat the spirit of brotherly 
love, inculcated by our rules, and adopted by us, is not the 
ascetic and purttaniical feeling, which linked together the canting 
soldiers of Cromwdl — men who were banded together in a fra- 
ternity of fanaticism, and who looked upon it as an abomination 
to taste the social cup, or share it with a brother — no; our 
brotherly love is built on the social virtues of generosity and 
gratitude, and is one of the three golden links which bind us 



That most honorable and ancient Institution, Freemasonry, 
is mcnral and social; they have, during their sittings, time for 
labor, and time for refreshment. Had it not be^i social in its 
nature, it would have been buried in oblivi(m centuries a^o. 
The social intercourse of true men at the festive board expands 
the heart, cements friendship, brightens zeal, and increases 
energy. 

When the Orange Institution was most universal, it was most 
surrounded by danger; it was begirt Uy foes innumerable and 
watchfuL Like the soldier ot Cromwell, the Orangeman read 
his Bible, and shouldered his musket; but unUke the Crom- 
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wellian, lie loved sndal intercourse; and this kappiness being 
often denied him, Arom the exigencies of the times, the enjoy- 
ment, when it came, was sweeter for the privation. To promote, 
therefore , the social intercourse, was both wise and necessaiy. 
In our own days it is absolutely incumbent upon us to promote 
urbanity, and temperate festivity. All are aware how gravely, 
abstemiously, business is conducted in a lodge— the sittings 
being often continued nntil a late hour; and then, when a 
brother is often exhausted with fatigue and watching, he wishes 
for a brief relaxation, and longs to sit with one, in whose heart 
he can confide, and in whose heart he is beloved, at such a 
moment, is it wise or just to deny him the social board in his 
lodge-room? 

The evils of excess cannot be palliated, and it is our duty to 
repress it, should it appear. That it has not shown its guilty 
head worthy to be noticed, I am certain; but even if it did,tlMB 
mischief could never be checked by teetotal lodges. It is quite 
evident, if men are not allowed to join at their own fiestivQ 
board, that they will be induced to go to tavemsy and the sio, 
mischief, and danger attendant on such places need not here be 
recorded. Let the evening's amusement bear the morning re- 
flection ; surely a tavern sitting, the rendezvous of every mao, 
no matter how profligate, or disaflected, provided he can pay 
his score, where free intercourse is denied, except in a whisper; 
where all must be caution, to avoid danger, and where the free 
use of free opinion in song or sentiment might cause danger, 
perhaps death. Surely such places are not to be preferred to a 
happy and confidential meeting in a lodge-room, where all is 
security, love, and harmony. 

28. Te Orangemen of Jrctemi.— The Earl of Tyrconnell 
having, in 1688, as lord lieutenant and commander-in-chief in 
Ireland, the lives and liberties of the protestants at his disposal, 
was making immense efforts to raise and organize an army for 
their extermination. The troops were composed of hordes of 
wild, rapacious, and half savages, men drawn from the moan- 
tains, woods* and bogs, or miserable villages, the abode? of 
squalid wretchedness. These men while they were rapparees, 
were well versed in the arts of theft and rapine ; but being now 
soldiers, they carried on iheir knavery with some degree of 
authority, so that in a month or two, there was scarcely a pro- 
testant in most counties (where the English were not upon their 
defence) but was spoiled and plundered. 

The evils, both political and social, which were daily ang. 
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mentingaronnd the prptestants of Ireland, at length called forth 
the united energies of the loyalty of the North. They knew 
that their security lay solely in their numbers, and they, there- 
fore, consulted in common, and appointed strong guards in 
several places; but they foresaw that these proceedings would 
incense the gOYernment, and draw down an army on them, 
when Tyrconnell could be ready with his new levies. They, 
therefore, entered into associations in the several counties, 
*^ for self-defence, and for securing the Protestant Religion, 
their lives, liberties, and properties, and the peace of the King- 
dom, disturbed by popish and illegal counsellors, and their 
abettors.'' They chose commanders-in-chief for the counties of 
Down, Armagh, Monaghan, Derry, Donegal, and Tyrone. 
They also selected councils or committees for every county, 
and appointed a general council of union, at Hillsborough, for 
all the associated counties of Ulster. These councils chose the 
field officers, and applied themselves to such ministers as had 
the greatest4nfluence on the people for raising of men. There 
being no public fund to defray expenses, several gentlemen 
who raised regiments, armed and maintained them at their own 
I charge. The council of union sent an address to the Prince of 
Orange, on the 10th January, 1689, who gave a gracious answer 
of approbation, and granted commissions for the newly>raised 
regiments, and gave promises of large supplies of military 
stores, and 15,000 men. 

The union of Hillsborough did everything that could be per- 
formed under these peculiar and frowning circumstances. They 
proclaimed King William and Queen Mary ; organized and dis- 
tributed their forces; and Colonel Lundy, (ihe infamous Lundy) 
■who, with Major Gustavus Hamilton, had the command of the 
counties of Deny, Donegal, and Tyrone, having given them an 
assurance of 3,000 men, they ordered Hillsborough to be supplied 
with all necessary provisions for an army. But their admirable 
efforts and their heroic intentions were frustrated by the treachery 
of Lundy , who failed to keep his word, shewing his falsehood on 
this and every other occasion where he promised to be true. 

The union of Hillsborough was a bold, wise, and patriotic 
combination. It was the springfrom whence flowed and spread 
abroad ihatfhU tide of truth, on whose wave was borne on high 
that spirit of love and loyalty, which has ever warmed and 
animated the hearts of the orangemen o( Ireland. 

I doubt not, but that this song (as also some others in this 
collection) may be objected to for its length, and I do fear it 
may be felt unmerciM to inflict so long aditty upon an audience. 



,d by Google 



182 APPENDIX. 



The reader is referred to that first of nayal odes, " Ye Mannen 
of England," by Campbell, from whom I have borrowed the 
construction of the stanza; and I freely confess, that I was so 
fascinated with the musical and martial measure of his vene, 
that admiration — ^not, perhaps, for the first time-*maj haw 
led me astray. 

35. Ye ProtestantbopStyetofu ofHassAfu^-The originalname 
of the air known familiary amongst us as "The Pkx>testaiit 
boys" is Lillibullero. Doctor Percy says that '^'LiUiballeio- 
baUin-a-la" were words of distinction used by the Irish Papists 
in their massacre of the Protestants in 1641. The air, which 
is one of great simplicity, would in all probabiUty, have met the 
fate of many others — ^lost in oblivion — were it not for the cir- 
cumstance, that at this period (1688), some rerses of wretched 
bad poetry; but a high satirical spirit, were produced by Lofd 
Wharton, in ridicule of the administration of Lord TyroonnelL 
The ballad became a favourite with the whole nation, a kind of 
mania seemed to have caught hold of all classes, for almost every 
one from the artizan to the peer, was whistling or singing it 
It was greatly relished by the aimy who brought it over to 
Ireland. Sterne, in *<Tristrim Shandy,' has most graphicaUy 
drawn an old soldier who fought at the Boyne; and one peco- 
liarity of the veteran was his trick of whistling '' LiUibnlleio." 
When Cray wrote the Beggars' Opera, he selected the most 
popular airs as vehicles of his satire. One of his songs, ^ The 
ways of the Court so common are grown," wfts written to ?* LiBi- 
buUero. Doctor Burnett, in his account of his own times, ia 
remarking on the great damage this silly bsdlad had done to the 
cause of King James, says << never perhaps hod so slight a thing 
so great an effect" The following are the wotdi of this okl song: 

Ho, broder Teague dost hear de decree, 

Lillibullero bullin-a-la, 
Dat we shall have a new deputie, 

Lillibullero buUin-a-da.' 

Lero, lero, lillibultero, lero, tero, huUin a-la, 
Lero, lero, lUUbuUero^ learo, lero, buUin-a-l*. 

Ho, by Shaint Tybnm, it is thtt Talbote> 

LiUi,&c. 
And he wUl cut the RngUshmatts* troat, 

Lilli, &c. 
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DoQgb, by my Bb<ml, de Englisb do praat, 

JLUU, &c. 
De law's on dare side, and Cieisb knows wbat— - 

Lilli»&c. 

But if dispense do come from Uie Pope, 

Lilli, &c. 
Well bimg Magna Cbarta and dem in a rope, 

LilO, &c. 

For the good TaJbote is made a lord, 

Lilli, &c 
And, witb brave lads is coming aboard, 

WlU,&fc. 

Wbo ftll in France bave taken a swear, 

Lilli, &c. 
Dat dey will have no Protestant beir, 

Lilli, &c. 

Arrah but wby does be stay bebind, 

Lilli, &c. 
Ho, by my sbonl. 'tis a Protestant wind, 

Lilli, &c. 

But see de Tyreonnell is now come asbore, 
Lilli, &c. 
* And we sball bare commissions gillore, 
Lilli, &c 

And be dat will not go to tbe mass, 

Lilli, &c. 
Sball be turn out and look like an ass, 

Lilli, &c. 

Now, now de beretics all go down, 

Lilli, &c 
By Cbrisb and Shaint Patrick the nation's our own. 

Lilli, &c. 

Tbis air has become obsolete in England ; but it ever was and 
still is a great favourite with the Irish Protestants. We have 
made it oor own, and it is now exclusively an Orange melody. 
So much was it prised by tbe early Orangemen, that the charter 
song of the institution was written to it. 
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The House of Commons having, in 1835, appointed a com 
mittee to enquire into *< the naturoi character, extent, and ten- 
dency of Orange lodges, associations, or societies in Ireland,'' 
a great number of witnesses were examined. Lieutenant Colonel 
William Blacker was examined; and the following extract 
from his evidence will show how the Orangemen united their 
sentiments with this old and sturdy air — 

Question 9 1 08 — << Are the Orangemen in the habit of singing 
uncharitable songs? *' 

A. "No; certainly not." 

Q. 9109— Do you know tiiis of your own knowledge?" 

A. << I may say that I do know it of my own knowledge; for I 
know the song that was the original charter song of the Orange 
association contained some verses that were very much the 
reverse of uncharitable; and I know upon various occasions 
that I have heard those verses particularly applauded, seeniing 
to meet the wishes and ideas of the hearers.*' 

Q. 91 10— ** Can you give the song to the Committee ?" 

A. " Here is a copy of it." 

ORIGINAL CHARTKR SONG OP TFIE ORANGE rNSTXTUTION. 
[ Tdne.— « LillibttUero." 
Tell me, my friends, why are we met here — 

Why thus assembled, ye Protestant boys ? 
Do mirth and good humoqr, good liquor, and cheer, 

Call us to share in festivity's joys? 
Oh, no; 'tis the cause of King, Freedom, and Laws, 

That calls loyal Protestants now to unite; 
For Orange and Blue will be faithful and true — 

Our King to support, and sedition affright. 

Great spirit of William, from heaven look down, 

Wake in our hearts our forefathers, fire ; 
l^each us to rival their deathless renown — 

From traitor or Frenchman ne'er to retire. 
Jacobin, Jacobite against all to unite«- 

Who dare to assail our Sovereign's Throne; 
For Orange and Blue will be faithful and true. 

And Protestant loyalty ever be known. 

In that loyalty proud let us ever remain, 
Bound together by truth and religion's pure band; 

Nor honor's bright cause with foal bigotry stain. 
While in courage and justice supported we stand* 
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So heaven shall smile on our Emerald l8le> 
And lead us (o conquest again and again. 

While Papists shall prove our brotherly love. 
We hate them as masters, we love them as men,* 

By the deeds of our fathers to glory inspired. 

Our Protestant heroes will combat the foe j 
Hearts with true honor and loyalty fired— 

Intrepid, undaunted, to battle we go. 
In Orange and Blue still faithful and true. 

The soul^tbrring music of glory well sing; 
The shades of the Boyne in the chorus shall join. 

And the welkin re-echo with ^ God save the King." 

39. John Wesley. — John Wesley was bom in the (as it ii 
called) Augustine age of Queen Anne ; but, although the ligh 
of literature shed lustre on the period, dark clouds of mora 
degradation overshadowed the land. The profligacy of the reigi 
of Chiu'les II. had so widely diffused its taint, and had s( 
deeply demoralized the public mind, that all the efforts of al 
good men availed but little to check wickedness, which Proteoui 
like appeared in many and often alluring forms. It is true, tha 
in the courts of the sovereigns who succeeded the Rerolutioi 
the satyr of licentiousness dare not appear; but still the demoi 
reigned rampant amongst the people. Atheism and obsceuitj 
iiowed from the press. The metaj^ysical blasphemies of Bol 
Jlngbrook, and the lewd poetry of Rochester, were sought witl 
more avidity than the divinity of Tillitson, the epic of Milton 
or the lyrics of Waller. Drunkenness and adultery were fashion 
able vices. Religion and its ministers were turned into ridicuh 
and sneers against holy things passed for wit and good breeding 
The stage — that great organ of good or evil — true to ** catch th< 
manners living as they rise." depicted on its public boards th< 
lewd contaminations of private life : not to expose vices, but t( 
encourage them. From the pen of the dramatist flowed tb< 
sparkling, but licentious wit of Congreave, and the gross anc 
open dialogue of Gibber and Farquhar, spoken by beautifu! 
impures, and applauded by rapturous audiences. 

Amidst all this pollution, John Wesley was sent by the Givei 
of all Good to straggle against the sins of the nation. He was 
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bom on the 17th June, 1703, in the reign of^aeen Anne, and 
died in that of George HI. on the 2nd of March, 1791, at the 
advanced age of 8S, having lived under four sovereigns. 

Glorious has been his career, and successfoUy did he accom- 
plish his mission: distance of space, ihe peril of travel; 
inclemency of season ; midnight watcMngs; toil; care; sick- 
ness — all the ills that ilenh is heir to were braved and surmounted 
by one sent by prov 'dence to shed abroad the light of the 
Gospel among a benighted and degraded people, it pleased 
the Divinity to grant him a long life to accomplish the end for 
which he was sent; and in the fulfilment of his office, he was 
seen in America, (Georgia,) Holland, Germany, Wales, 
Scotland, Ireland, and every part of England. Wherever he 
went, a blessing was experienced. The whole avocation of his 
long life was 

Prayer all his business, 

All bis pleasure praise. 

He was a true Church of England man. A clergyman once 
asked him in what points they differed irom the Church of 
England? *'I answered," said he, **to the bestof mylmowledge, 
none. The doctrines we preach are the doctrines of the Church of 
England ; indeed the fundamental doctrines of the Church clearly 
laid down both in her prayers, articles,and homilies." 

In his latter missions, this pious and indefatigable man when 
he knew he had not long to live, and he saw the shadow of death 
slowly but steadily' approachinghe usually concluded his address 
to the heads of society thus, ^4ove as brethem, fear God, and 
honor the King;" and then invariably added 

" Oh that without a lingering groan^ 

I may the welcome word receive ; 
My body with my charge lay down. 

And cease at once to work and live." 

42. The Orange Maid of Sligo. — A few years ago, business 
•called me to the town of Sligo. The demesne of Hazlewood, 
belonging to John Arthur Wynne, Esquire, and the expansi^ 
waters of Lough Gill, adorned with little, fresh green islanl^ 
and surrounded by verdant and cultivated uplands, prese0 
beauties of scenery, well entitled to the praise of the artisfs 
pencil, and the poet's pen. I was invited to join a boating party 
up the lake— it was the month of July; and the incident 
mentioned in the song happened among the friends with whoa 
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I was sailing, and who, on that very eyening, celebrated th 
Twelfth of July, and in less than a month, they had the celc 
bration of a marriage. 

Speaking of marriage, it may not be uninteresting to state 
that in the reign of King William III., there was a law passei 
against bachelors. By the 7th Wm. 3, 1695, a tax wa? laid o] 
bachelors over twenty-five years of age. The highest was £2 10s 
for a duke, and the lowest was one shilling for a person of thi 
hnmblest degree. 

43. The Sckomherg Lodge, 44. The RoyaX Schomberg Lodge 
Duke Schomberg was of noble, not royal descent His fathe: 
was Count Schomberg, and his mother was an Englishwoman 
daughter of Lord Dudley. It is somewhat remarkable, that th( 
field of battle was destined to be the death-bed of the Schombergs 
Many of the Duke^s ancestors died gloriously in confiict; anc 
it is a very singular coincidence, that father, son, and grandson 
the Count Schomberg, the Duke his son, and also the Duke'i 
son, all died ** with harness on their backs." Count Schomberg 
fell at the battle of Prague, in Bohemia, in 1620; the Duke 
was killed at the battle of the Boyne, on the 1st July, 1690j 
and his son, the second Duke, was mortally wounded at the 
battle of Marsaglia, in Piedmont, on the 3rd November, 1693. 
The Duke was eighty -two when he fell at the Boyne; his 
remains are interred in St Patrick's Cathedral, and there is a 
plaster of Paris cast of his head to be seen in Trinity College, 
Dublin. He was a man of great prudence, valor, and true 
protestant principles. He had served in the armies of the 
father and grandfather of William III., and it is well known 
how he aided the King with his courage and his counsel. He 
at one period was engaged in the service of the King of France, 
and gained so high a reputation, that next the Prince of Conde 
and Tureune, he was esteemed the best General there. It was 
a remarkable circumstance in his achievements, that while 
thus fighting for Louis XV., in 1676, he was opposed to King 
WUliam, then Prince of Orange, who, at that time, commanded 
the confederated army against France; and at Maestricht, he 
obliged his future friend and master to raise the siege of that 
pkce. In 1685, finding that the persecution and suppression 
of the reformed religion was begun in France, he quitted it, 
plainly shewing that wealth or distinction had no value in his 
eyes, compared with his love of liberty and protestant truth. 

At the batUe of the Boyne, after King WiUiam's troops had 
crossed the river, the Danes were giving way, and some of them 
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epassed the river. The Duke seeing the disorder, and i)er- 
leiving the French protestants were left exposed without a leader, 
heir Colonel, Caillemote, haying heen jnst then wounded and 
carried off the field, passed the river to head them himself, in 
luch a harry, that his aide-decamp could not persuade him to 
)ut on his armour. When got to the hattle side of the river, he 
encouraged the troops with this^ short, hut energetic addre^ 
^Allans Messieurs^ viola vos, perseeuteurs" ** Come om, gen- 
lemen, see yonder your persecutors," pointing to the French 
)apists. J ust then, about fifteen of King James's guards sweeping 
Lcross the field to their main body, after the slaughter of their 
ompanions — and whom the French refugees allowed to pass, 
nistaldng them for friends— fell furiously upon the duke, giving 
lim two wounds on the head, not mortal. The French pro- 
e^^ts now — but too late — saw their error, only to commit a 
p-eater by firing rashly on the enemy, and one of their balls 
ook fatal effect where it was least intended, as the duke vas 
hot through the neck, and died instantly. His character is thns 
;iven by Harris: 

*^ He wsM a man of great calmness, application, and conduct, and (hoagbt 
Duch better than he spoke ; of true judgment, exact probity, and ofiA 
tumble and obliging temper. He had a thorough experience of the world> 
;Dew men and things better than any man of his profession ever did, and 
vas as great in council as at the head of an army. In his declining yetn 
lis memory was very much impaired, but his judgment remained tne 
nd clear to the last. He was courteous, and yet had an air of grandrar 
hat commanded respect." 

49. The Battle of Jughrim,'>^The battle of Aughrim wasthe 
ast^eW battle fought in the civil wars of the Revolution— it was 
he great decisive blow—nothing of note occurred afterwards, 
jralway surrendered; Limerick was besieged, and at length 
japitulated; but Aughrim m^as a true stand-up fight, where good 
jeneralahip evinced military skill, and personal valour flashed 
brth with all the enthusiasm which fanad^cism and bigotry on 
me side, and religious zeal and love of freedom on the other, 
jould inspire. The Irish were commanded by Saint Ruth, a 
leld marshal of France, and the English were led on by Genearal 
jinckle, created Earl of Athlone, for the laurels he won at that 
jver-memorable siege over the French commander. The £n{^ 
irmy was 18,000 strong; the enemy, composed of 20,000 fin<» 
ind 5,000 horse and dragoons^a dragoon at this period was a 
find of soldier that served indiffereAtly on foot or horseback)— 
)rought 25,000 men into the field, having tiie advantages of 
lumber and position. The battle was fought on Sunday, the 
1 2th day of July, 1691. The English were early in the fi«W» 
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Imt owing to a dense fog which, liktf a funeral pall, hong ovefi 
the foitunes of the day, no movement was made ontll towartb^ 
noon. Just then the mist rising like a curtain, displayed tlii 
Irish army drawn up in two lines in front of their camp, whicft 
extended along the elevation of the hill of Kilcomodeo, neai) 
the old castle of Aughrim. Saint Kuth, to encourage his menj 
ordered mass to be celebrated in all parts of the camp. Th^ 
Priests, on a full assurance of a glorious victory, swore evei^ 
man on the Sacrament not to forsake his colors, and to give the 
enemy no quarter; and the General by his harangues, animated 
his troops, and in his boasting, swore he would beat the English 
to the very gates of Dublin. From two until half-past four thff 
armies were engaged in manoeuvering and frequent skirmishing; 
but at five o'clock the fight commenced, the £nglish laboring 
under great disadvantage in boggy, miry ground, where their 
horse could not act, and their infantry galled and swept down by 
trranenduous volleys from the Irish, securely posted behind 
hedges and embankments. Victory at length declared for the 
£ngUsh, having beaten the enemy from all their positions and 
oot-generaled their GeneraL In the fervor of his exultation 
at some temporary advantage! when Saint Ruth cried out that 
he would drive the heretics to the gates of Dublin, he was killed 
by a cannon ball as he rode down the hill of Kilcomoden; bis 
troops got dismayed, fled in disorder and were pursued until 
night-ffdL The Papists lost in Uiis great, glorious, and decisive 
battle 7000 men, ammunition, tents, and baggage, 9 pieces of 
brass cannon, 1 1 standards, and 32 pair of colors, which were 
Hent as a present to Queen Mary. 

A medal was struck to commemorate this happy victory, 
representing King William in bust, crowned with laurel, and 
surrounded with his titles; on the reverse a lion trampling upon 
a leopard and wounding a cock in his flight frtun him, with this 
motto around, **nc unoferit ungue duos" i. e. ** thus he smites 
two by one blow;*' and at the bottom, ^*Jacobo et Jjudivoco 
ffiberma pulsis at Aughrim^" i. e. " James and Lewis driven 
mtt of Ireland at Aughrim,^* 

The Protestants lay upon their arms that night, and the next 
%y rendered a public thanksgiving to Almighty God for this 

ppy victory* 

51, King James JJ.— The infatuation over King James's 
kind was so powerful, and created in him such a blind and 
latical spirit of headlong zeal for Rome and its Priesthood, 
t in these days it might be looked upon as a mona mania. 
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<fot content with being, and consiclered as a faithful son of 
il other Church, he actually became a lay.brother <if the Order 
>f the Jesuits. In a letter written bj the Jesuits of Leige, to 
heir brethren in Fribourg, in Switzerland, thej stated his 
idmistion into the Order; that he expressed great joy for the 
lonor; that he wished for many priests from them for tbe 
lonversion of England, which he would effect or die a martyr; 
iQd, they added, that when one of them knelt down to Idss the 
king's hand, he raised him, and said, ** Since he was a priest 
le ought raUier to kneel to him and kiss his hand." The chief 
epresentatiye of the Jesuits at Whitehall was Father Edwiid 
?etre, he was an English brother of the Order, and Vice-Pro- 
incial in England, he was in great favor with James, who, 
hare his counsels always at hand, made him Clerk of the 
ZloseU He was of a high family, of courteous manners and 
deasing oratory; but weak, vain, covetous, and ambitious. Of 
ill James's bad advisers he was the foremost; he was the 
bulest of all the birds of ill om^i, that portended ruin to the 
louse of Stuart 

One of the most unjust and tyrannical acts of James, and the 
me which hastened his downfaU, was his treatment of the seven 
Sishops. The King, as a first step to bring the papists mto 
)ower, and eventually to crush protestantism* took upon himself 
k notoriously illegal prerogative, the dispensing power, and fan 
he exercise thereof, issued a declaration for liberty of conscience, 
irhich, under the mask of toleration, hid the foul visage of hii 
)igotted religion. In order to make the Church of England 
nstrumental in her own ruin, he ordered this declaration to be 
ead in the churches, and called upon the bishops to distribute 
t through their diocesses. The order was not obeyed. The 
lergy omitted to read it in their churches; and the Archbishop 
»f Canterbury, and six of his sufiragan bishops, lefased to 
iistribute it For this virtuous resistence to <* tyranny and 
arbitrary power," they were sent to the tower; tried, and 
cquitted, to the great joy of the people. The fervor was 
au^ht by the army then encamped at Hounslow Heath; and 
yen the presence of the King could not restrain their exultation. 

Another of King James's evil stars was Richard Talbot, 
ifterwards Lord Tyrconnell. This man was sprung from an 
>ld Norman family, long settled in Leinster; but their unworthy 
lescendant, adhering to popery, adopting the manners of the 
latives, became degenerated and rude, and shewed conspioaoas 
a the feuds of rebellion of 1641. Richard Talbot waa the 
iercest, and most implacable foe of all those who hated the 
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liberties and religion of England. He was initiated eatly in 
life to vice and dishonor; and *< lying Dick Talbot,'' as he was 
called, was known in London as a first-class bully and sharper. 
He was introduced to Charles and James in their exile, as one 
fit and wiUing to murder the protector. After the restoration, 
wishing to ingratiate himself with the royal family, he attempted 
to do so by the foulest means. James had seduced Anne Hyde 
under promise of maniage — he wanted an excuse to break 
this promise, and Talbot said he would blast her character. 
He spread a report that she was a creature without virtue, 
shame, or delicacy; spoke of private interviews he had with 
her, and instanced one circumstance of an inkstand of her 
father's, the Lord Chancellor, being upset on a pile of papers, 
which she said was done by her monkey. All these foul as- 
persions he afterwards owned were falsehoods. If James was an 
upright man, he would have spurned the slanderous wretch 
from his presence. But, no : he was received at the palace, 
and not only admitted to be a partaker of royal riot, but was 
consulted on state affairs, that is, the undermining of the 
protestant religion. Such a master was worthy of such a servant. 
Immediately after James's accession, he created him in 1686, 
Earl of Tyrconnell, and on arriving in Dublin, in March, 1689, 
made hiii^ a Marquis and a Duke; but these latter titles he had 
not then the power to confer. He was no longer the foimtain 
of honor ; for having fled from the throne, it was declared vacant, 
and he was no longer king. 

His minion Tyrconnell was sent to Ireland, to re-model the 
army, then about 7,000 strong, all protestants. The object of 
this re-modelling was to deprive the officers of their com- 
missions, and by persecution drive the men to mutiny, and 
thereby get rid of them by death, and fill all vacancies with 
papists. Tyrconnell executed his commission with the most 
insolent and imperious temper, barbarity, ahd falsehood; and 
had not the u-my been the most loyal in the World they would 
have mutinied. Finding he could not goad them into error, 
he displaced the officers, and turned off the private soldiers, 
crowding into the ranks papists, rogues, and rapparees. His 
conduct as Lord Lieutenant, having displaced the Earl of 
Clarendon, James's brother-in-law, in that office, was equally 
cruel, tyrannical, and unjust; in a short time every privy 
counsellor, judge, sheriff, mayor, alderman, and jastic*«f the 
peace, was a celt and a papist So dreadftd was his very name 
to the protestants, that thousands— wealthy citizens, extensive 
merchants, artizans, civilians of every grade and profusion, fled 
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rom Ireland for the safety of their lires^ after suffering tortures, 
obberies, and insults from the soldiery, and taunts and rovil- 
Qgs from the priests, who, from the altar and in the streets, 
^reached persecution against the heretics and Orangemen. 

But the day of retribution was at hand; and Derry, Angbrim, 
)oyne, Limerick, EnniskiUen, and Athlone, all and every 
dace where our fathers fought, bled, and won, smote to the 
[round James's bigotry and arbitrary power. 

James, after his defeats, having retired to France, gmre 
dmself up to a constant habit of hunting. Pity for his mis- 
brtunes was lost in sneers for his slavish bigotry, and mean 
bandonment of all energy to recover the throne ; and at length 
le was looked npon by the courtiers with disgust He was 
perpetually surrounded by Jesuits, affsctiDg to be one of their 
Society ; and his bigotry was so excessive, that it exposed him 
a sarcasm from the Archbishop of Rheims, who, seeing him 
oming from mass, exclaimed, **There goes a very honest gen- 
leman who has abandoned three kingdoms for a mass.*' 






Thi Diamond Lod^. — For smne years previous to 1798, 
he spirit of disloyalty to the crown, and ha^d to the protest* 
mt, evinced itself in open disaffection, and midnight outrage, 
obbery, and assasination. In the years 1794 and 1795, a 
awless and sanguinary confederacy was formed in the North, 
inder the name of** The Defenders," a title very inapplicable, 
IS it was composed of men blood-thirsty, bigotted, and aggres- 
dve. So wide-spread at length became their viUany, that the 
)rote8tants formed themselves into a protective body for setf* 
lefence; and the famous conflict, called the Battle of the 
[Hamond, fought between the protestants itnd defenders, in 
'.onftequence of an irruption of ^e latter into a district of the 
]lounty of Armagh, near Loughall, to oppose which the pro- 
estants assembled, was the origin of ihe formation of the first 
3range lodge. In the middle of September, 1795, about the 
1 6th, the ddfenders collected in the neighbourhood of the valley 
>f the Diamond, for the avowed purpose of wreaking vengeance 
m the " bloody heretics." The protestants met to oppose them, 
tnd kept them under control for some days, defeating them in 
several skirmishes. On Monday the 21st September, it was 
igreed, by the persuasion of a protestant genaeman, aided by 
he influence of the parish priest, that the parties should separate 
>eaceable ; and under the assurance that hostiUikies had ceased. 
the protestants departed towards the close of the day. They 
tiad not long retired, when a fresh body of defenders came 
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to the valley of the Diamond, and began venting their fmj on 
the house of a peaceable protestant named Winters. Intelligence 
of this outrage was quickly conveyed to the loyalists, who were 
on their way home, who instantly returned to the scene of action, 
poured down upon the defenders who had mustered in the valley, 
routed the assailants, and the setting sun saw their triumph and 
forbearance. 

Several accounts have been given of the battle of the Diamond. 
Sir Richard Musgrave mentions it; an article appeared in the 
University Magazine on the subject; and Maxell slightly 
alludes to it. But the best, because the most authentic, account 
18, that given by Lieutenant Colonel William Blacker, on his 
examination before the select Committee on Orange Lodges, on 
the 4th August, 1835. At the risk of being, perhaps, thought 
prolix, I cannot refrain from giving the evidence of this time- 
honored veteran, affording as it does, a true history of the origin, 
and a futhful statement of the principles of our Institution. 

« Question. Are you a member of the Orange society?" 

<* Answer. I am." 

** Q. How long have you been so t" 

'* A. It wants about six weeks of 40 years." 

** Q. You, of course, tiien are able to give the committee some 
account of its origin?" 

"A. ItMnklam." 

** Q. Can you do so from hearsay, or from personal know- 
ledge?" 

"A Both." 

** Q. From whomhave you chiefly acqidred your information?" 

•*A. My principal information was derived from a very 
respectable old gentleman in the County Armagh, Captain 
Atkinson, of Crow hill, who took a principal part in the trans- 
action that led to the origin of the Ortogemen, and also from 
several othcirs of a lower rank in society, who were mixed up 
with these transacftions." 

** Q. Do you consider the information which you received 
from those persons to be authentic?" 

«A. Perfectly so." 

" Q. Will you state the amount of it?** 

** A. The amount of the information which I received at 
different times was, that a large body of persons, called De- 
fenders, had made an irruption into a district of the County 
of Armagh, near Loughall; and the protestants of that district 
assembled to oppose their progress. I believe their principal 
intention was, to disarm the district; Oie protestants assembled 
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;o oppose them, and there came to their assisfance protestant8 
from other districts of the Coanty, particularly from the neigh- 
jourhood in whidi I reside." 

«*Q. What neighbourhood is that?" 

" A. The neighbourhood of Portadown.*' 

*' Q. Is this information derived from others f* 

<*A. Yes; it is derived from the authentic sources above 
mentioned.'' 

'* Q. Can you state the date of it?** 

•*A. Monday was the Slst, the great day, and I think it 
began about the Wednesday before, in September, 1795. The 
parties skirmished, if I may use &e expression, for a day fa 
two without much harm been done. Mr. Atkinson on one side, 
md the Priest of the parish on the other, did their best to 
reconcile matters, and thought they had succeeded, as the 
lefenders had engaged dn their part to go atray, and the pro- 
testants'to retumto their homes.: At that time, asl understand, a 
large body of defenders not belonging to the County of Armagh, 
but assembled from Louth, Monaghan, and, I believe, Cavan, 
and Tyrone, came down an^ were much disappointed at finding 
a truce of this kind made, and were determined not to go home 
(without something to repay them for the'trouble of their mareh. 
In consequence th^ made an attack upon the house of a man 
aamed Winters, at a place called ** The Diamond ;'' It is a meeting 
of cross roads where there aro only three or four houses ; word 
was brought to the protestants, who were on their return home, 
of what had taken place; they returned to the spot, attacked 
the defenders, and killed a number of them/' 

'* Q. Were you yourself at all mixed up with the tiansactioiis 
of the Diamond?*' 

•«A. Iwas." 

«Q. To wl»t extent?" 

<< A. I was a very young lad at the time : it so happened that 
my father was making some alterations in his house which 
occasioned a quantity of lead io be removed from tiie roof; a 
carpenter's apprentice and myself took possession of a con- 
siderable quantity of this lead, ran it into bullets, and had it 
conveyed to the persons of my neighboiLrhood that were going 
to fight the battle of the Diamond.'' 

*• Q. Were you on the spot when the batde was fought f* 

*< A. I was not in time to be under fire, but inunediately as 
it was terminating." 

»* Q. Can you speak from your knowledge as to the state of 
the protestants prior to the blittle V* 
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i " A. I have always understood they were in the most per- 
secuted state ; that they were worried and beaten coming from 
• fair and market npon yarious occasions." 

'* Q, What did you see at the Diamond?'* 

** A. When I got up I saw the defenders running off in one 
direction, and the firing had nearly ceased, I may say had 
ceased, except a dropping shot or two, imd I saw a number of 
dead bodies." 

** Q. Can you state about the number?" 

" A. No; they were conveying them away upon cars in dif- 
ferent directions, so that I could not mi^e an exact calculation." 

**Q. Were there 30?" 

<< A. No; if there were 30 killed that was the outside." 

" U. Were there any protestants killed?" 

** A. None that I could hear of." 

" Q. How did that happen ?" 

<< A. The protestants were in a yery commanding, situation. 
Winters house and the Diamond generally is at the foot of a 
very steep hiU ; the other party were in that hollow, and, con- 
sequently, men firing upon them from above could do great 
execution without being liable to be injured themselves." 

*^ Q. The defenders were the assailants, were they?" 

"A. Yes; they were. f 

'< Q, Was the first Orange Lodge formed then ?'' 

«* A. It was." 

«Q. Where?" 

'' A. I understand it was formed in the house of a man named 
S^an, in the village of Loughall." 

** Q. Have you seen any of the original warrants?" 

" A. I have ; I think 1 have one of them with me." 

•' Q. Will you have the goodness to produce it?" 
(The same was delivered in, and read as follows) — 

No. Eighty.nine. Timakeel, July 7th, 1796. 

Jambs Sloam. 
To be renewed in the name of Daniel Bulla, Portadown district. 

" Q. What was the principle upon which they were founded?" 

«A. Wholly defensive." , . 

"Q. Has the association ever varied from that principle 
since?" „ 

"A. I do not consider it has in the slightest degree. 

"Q. Then you consider the Orange Society to be a stoctiy 
defensive society; not in the sUghtest derate aggressive r 
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<• A. Certainly." 

** Q. Do yoa conceire that you have had opportunities of 
forming a fair estimate of the effects of the system?" 

"A.I conceive that I have." 

"Q. Can you take upon yourself to say what those effects 
have heen ?" 

''A. I consider, in the first place, that the establishment of 
Orange Lodges was the first thing that cheeked the march of 
republicanism and rebellion in the North of Ireland, when the 
United Irishman were on foot; they afforded a rallying point 
for the loyalty of the country. I consider they have been pro- 
ductive of various advantages: besides, in a moral and religions 
point of view, I am sure that the discipline of those lodges has 
gone far to prevent many young men from falling into vice of 
different kinds, such as intoxication. They had a character to 
support, and felt that they had a character to support I am 
sure it brought many to read God's Word, and to attend God's 
worship, who, but for that, would have been ignorant and idle." 

56. XttfW.— Germany seemed destined to be the destroyer 
of Roman power. It was the avenging arm of a barbariin 
chief, issuing from the forests of Germany, which crushed the 
power of pagan Rome. It was the outburst of the burning 
eloquence of an humble monk issuing firom his cell at Wittem- 
berg, which laid prostrate the power of popish Rome — ^the 
withering power of dark superstition — chaining down the 
energies of the immortal soul. 

A papal bull having issued against him, he committed it to 
the flames in the presence of the members of the University of 
Wittemberg, for which daring act he was cited to appear at 
Worms, to answer for his doctrines. "The Mighty Hunter," 
as he called the Pope, demanded his victim; and on to Wonns 
went emperor, prince, and peasant, all anxious to see the man 
who had dared to lift his voice against the pope. ''Do not go," 
said his friends, "I will go,'' said Luther, "if there weie as 
many devils -in Worms as there are tiles on its house tops." 
He set out on his journey, and on the morning of the 16th 
April, 1521 , came in sight of Worms. On his journey he had 
composed a hymn, and set it to music; and when he beheld 
the tower of the ancient City, where the fate of the Reformation 
was to be decided, he rose up in his waggon, and sung &e 
hymn; this celebrated song of divinity is sunir by the Germans 
to this day. ^ ^ ^ 

The following is Carlyle*s translation : ^ , 

:g,tized by Google 



APPENDIX. 147 



A safe stronghold oar God is still, 
A trusty shield and weapon, 

He'll keep ns clear from all the ill 
That hath us now o'ertaken. 

The ancient prince of hell 

Hath risen with purpose fell; 
Strong mail of craft and power 
He weaveth in this hour — 

On earth is not his fellow. 



With force of arms we nothing 

Full soon were we down ridden; 
But for us fights the proper man, 

Whom God himself hath hidden. 
Ask ye who is this same — 
Christ Jesus is his name; 

The Lord Zebaoth's son, 

He and no other one 
^ Shall conquer in the battle. 

And were this world aU devils o'er, 

And watching to devour us, 
We lay it not to heart so sore, 

We know they can't o'erpowcr us. 
And let the prince of ill 
Look grim as e'er he will, 

He harms us not a whit^ 

For why? — his doom is writ— 
A word shall quickly slay him. 

God's word, for aU their craft and force. 

One moment will not linger. 
But spite of hell shall have its course^ 

'Tis written by His finger. 
And though they take our life. 
Goods, houses, children, wife, 

Yet is their profit small — 

These things shall vanish all; 
God's city it remaineth. 

59. ia/iwwr.— Hugh Latimer, Bishop of Worcester, suffered 
martyrdom along with Nicholas Ridley, Bishop of London, 
both being burned together on the 17th October, 1565, in the 
reign of bloody Queen Mary, at Oxford.^ He ^ been edu- 
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eited at Cambridge, and so zealons an advocate was he there 
)r Romanism, that, in his oration on being made Bachelor 
f Dtrinity, he strongly censured Melancthon, the German 
Leformer, and Mend of Martin Luther. But it pleased God 
lat his heart should be changed, and that he should stand forth 
holy champion for the glorious Reformation. We are told by 
ox, that at the stake the venerable and pious Latimer stood 
;arless and erect, and that his garb bespoke his poverty, his 
ress being a long shroud, hanging down the whole length of 
is person. When a lighted fagot was laid at Ridley's feet, 
•atimer said, ''Be of good cheer, Ridley, and play the man; 
e shall this day, by God's grace, light up such a candle in 
Ingland as I trust will never be put out." When the faggots 
ere ignited,) he cried out, "Oh Father of heaven, receive my 
)ul ;" embracing the flame, he bathed his hands in it, and soon 
is holy spirit was released. 

61. Wickliffe.-^Johxi Wickliffe, as the precursor of Martin 
tuther, was called "The star of the Reformation;" he was a 
old, talented, and pious man. In 1324, he began that great 
ork which Luther accomplished two centuries later. He 
)mmenced by Exposing the system of Friar-begging; their 
lendicity became troublesome and audacious, and they even 
inounced from the pulpit that Christ was a common beggar, 
[aving been sent by Edward 1 1 1, on a mii^sion to Rome to expos- 
ilate against the exactions of the chnrth, he had an opportunity 
r penetrating into the policy of popei-y. and from thenceforward 
3 never ceased to expose its iiml corruptions. He boldly 
iveighed against the Pope, his usurpation, his infallibility, his 
ide, his avarice, and his tyranny. He was the first to term 
le Pope "Antichrist." He also loudly exposed the grandeur 
id voluputousness of the Bishops ; and contrasted their pomp 
ith the simplicity of the primitive bishops. His next cou- 
igeous and daring step was to impeach the doctrine of transub- 
antiation; and his last great act was to give to the world our 
nglish translation of the Bible. As the advocate of truth, he 
as persecuted by the church-men; as the fearless exposer of 
ice in high places, he was beloved by all good men. To avoid 
le vengeance of Urban VI., he retired into obscurity; and ere 
ng was released from his enemies, having died, in 1384, of 
le palsy. His opinicms spread wide after Ms death, his 
•Uowers being called Lollards. In 1401 , a statate was passed 
jainst them; by it all Lollards who remained obstinate were 
anded over to the civil power, and burnt as l^x^tios. Shortly 
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after the commencement of this persecution, not less than 
thirty six suffered martyrdom at Saint Giles* in London. They 
were hung upon gibbets, and faggots placed under them ; as 
Bodn as they were suspended, fire was then set to the faggots, 
so that they were burnt while hanging. One of the victims 
was Sir Roger Archer, whom the fiends in human form dis- 
tinguished from the rest of the sufferers; they stripped him 
stark naked, and executed him in that indecent manner. 

64. Achievements of EnnUkillen—The County Fermanagh 
suffered great persecution from the undisciplined and brutal 
soldiery sent into the North by Lord TyrconnelL The heroic 
conduct of Derry set a bright example, and Enniskillen took 
the same bold, and unfiinching resolution. The town of 
Enniskillen was, at the time of the Revolution, not like Derry, 
which, having the advantage of considerable fortifications, could 
rely upon its artificial strength, and bid defiance, as it did, to 
thousands of besiegers, but was a small and inconsiderable spot, 
depending solely on its natural advantages, being situate in a 
small island on the narrow part of Lougn Erne, narrowed into 
the limit of a moderate river. The island is composed of two 
small hills, and some fiat land, which, at that time, was subject 
to inundation in winter, and is scarce half-a-mile in length, 
and a quarter in breadth. At each end it was connected with 
the main land by a stone bridge, the western having a square 
tower and gateway, the eastern had a draw-bridge. The town 
was composed of one broad street, and the principal building 
was a large strong Castle, the seat of the ancestors of the Earl 
of Enniskillen. The island is commanded by several hills on 
the main land, one particularly to the east, which was of great 
importance to preserve, rising like a cone, surrounded by a fort 
of mere sod-work, which commanded all around, from whence 
a covered way was cut down; the hill communicating with the 
town by a bridge. 

It was not, therefore, the strength or importance of the place, 
such as Derry, fitted to bear a glorious siege, which hath given 
it so conspicuous and honorable a place in the history of Irish 
Protestantism; butit was the zeal, perseverance, and iron cou- 
rage of our forefathers alone which gave celebrity to the achieve- 
ments of Enniskillen. Thither a great number of the brave 
men of the County Fermanagh fled, and being joined by many 
from Cavan, Monaghan, Donegal, Leitrim, and Sligo, retired 
to this fastness as into a camp, and being under strict discipline, 
Issued out at all points on the enemy. This body of protestants, 
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thoagh collected from different localities, were from their nnion 
and association called ** The Enniskilleners"; every where, at 
Bundroose, Newtown-Butler, Cavan, Boyne, Aughrim, and 
other places, they were conspicuous for the most unabated 
ardour, and undaunted courage, which neither dangers or. diffi« 
culties could extinguish, but served rather to excite their daring, 
and lead them to victory. The eulogium passed on tfaem by 
the biographer of King William (Harris), may be here truly 
repeated: '^The spirit which animated them merits a higher 
name than courage ; it was rather a divine fire kindled from 
above, and kept alive by a just sense of those two invaluable 
blessings — Beligion and Liberty" 

In December, 1688, Tyrconnell ordered the place to be 
seized for King James, being advantageously located as 
bordering on Connaught; but the inhabitants followed the 
example of Deny, and refused entrance to two companies of 
Sir Thomas Newcomen's regiment; of which they sent off word 
to Mr. Cairnes, at Derry, begging assistance, but he could 
afford them none. They had, therefore, to depend on their 
Dwn valour, and the righteousness of their cause for success; 
and as hope was founded on courage and a good cause, they 
were eminently successful. Their glorious example was fol- 
lowed by their successors, the Orangemen of Ireland, who, in 
1798, saved the country from rebellion and popery. 

Derry, Boyne, and Aughrim stand proudly in our annals ; 
the first conspicuous for its unconquerable resistance, and 
heroic martyrdom ; Boyne, on whose banks royalty dethroned 
Eind enthroned, fought for a mighty nation ; and Auglirim, the 
iast battle-field of the revolutionary war, where tyranny and 
arbitrary power was laid low for ever. But, with the exception 
)f the plains of Aughrim, no where did the papist Irish suffer 
JO great a slaughter, as at the Battle of Newtown-Butler, 
sometimes called the Battle of Lisnaskea, being fought in the 
aeighbourhood of both places. 

So high was the heroic character of the Enniskilleners held 
-ij King James, that he was determined by one mighty effort to 
itterly exterminate them. Like Xerxes, he came with myriads 
)f mercenaries, and bigot slaves, to crush freedom and the 
rreeborn; but the objects of his hate, like the Greeks of old, 
scattered his legions over the field, and trampled his banner in 
^e dust 

The plan of extermination was formed in July, 1689, and it 
Bras then arranged to attack the Enniskilleners at once by 
hree armies from different quarters: one was led from Munster 
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by Justin McCarthy, Lord Viacount Moimtcashel, being 7,000 
strong; another immense force came from Connaught, led on 
by Sarsfield; and the Northern army poured in from the North, 
headed by the Duke of Berwick (James Fitz James), a bastard 
son of James II., by Arabella Churchill, »ster of the Duke of 
Marlborough; so that the Enniskilleners — a mere handful of 
men compared to their enemies — seemed in the eyes of their 
opponents entangled as in a net, out of which no human power 
could relieve them. But there was a power — a super-human 
power, the power which, by its Champion Joshua, ordered the 
sun to stand still, that power fired their heart, and nerved their 
arm to take yictorious vengeance on their implacable enemies. 

The Enniskilleners having notice only of the motions of the 
Connanght army to attack them, at their doors, sent 1,000 
men under Colonel Llo}'d to check them. A forced march of 
24 miles brought him face to face with the foe, and though ^ve 
times his number, routed them with great slaughter on the 
Kiver Bundroose. The loss of the finniskilleners was but 
slight; they left several hundreds of the Connaught army dead 
on the spot; many were drowned in the river, and a great 
number were made prisoners. 

The Duke of Berwick's power was next dealt with. While 
Colonel Lloyd was absent at the battle of Bundroose, the Duke, 
coming to the knowledge of the garrison being weakened of 
1,000 men, was resolved to try what force could affect against 
valour; with this view he marched with a strong body of horse 
from the North. He came within about half-amile of the 
town, approaching the pass of Comacrea, having Lough £me 
on the south, another Lough three miles in circuit on the south, 
a boggy country behind it; at the end of the pass next the 
town stood a strong mill, a few houses, and a fort at the end of 
the town which commanded all. It is plain that a few men 
posted in the mill, and placed so as to line the ditches, might 
defend this pass against an army. The Exmiskilleners, therefore, 
sent 74 foot, and three troops of horse, with, strict orders not 
to advance beyond the pass; but the undaunted foot, not accus- 
tomed to wait for an enemy, and with more zeal than prudence, 
no sooner saw the Duke of Berwick's troops on the opposite hill, 
but they rushed beyond the pass, and attacked them in their 
descent there fighting with great disadvantage; 40 of them were 
slain, 23 made prisoners, and 11 escaped back to the town 
badly wounded. Notwithstanding this disaster, the pass was 
still maintained; for the horse, obedient to their orders, stopped 
there, and defended it with unshaken bravery against the Duke, 
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who, after all his efforts, could not orercome this handful of 
nen, and at length withdrew his army. 

Another formidahle enemy yet remained — the Mnnster army, 
commanded hy Lord Monntcashel. On the 26th July, an 
express arrived from Colonel Creighton (ancestor of the Eari 
)f £me), announcing that he was hesieged in his Castle at 
^Toom by the Mnnster army; that he had but two companies, 
md requested relief. The next morning fifteen hundred men, 
>eing nearly the entire body of the Enniskilleners, arose with 
he- sun, and went to meet the foe. The main body pursued 
he great road over Maguire's Bridge, but a small party of two 
roops of horse and two companies of foot, commanded by 
!:;aptatn Martin Armstrong, took a short route near Lough Erne, 
md close to Lisnasbea, On this line they met Lord Clare's 
egiment of Dragoons, considered the very flower of King 
James's army for fine men; splendid uniforms of royal scarlet, 
liscipline, and ardour. Armstrong quickly lined the hedges 
idth his foot— made a feint attack wi^ his horse, fled as if in 
lisorder, and thus drawing his foe into the ambuscade of his 
bot, poured in a tremendous volley, inflicting great slaughter 
n the enemy; the horse at the same instant facing abont, fell 
n with such irresistible fury, that this much prized regiment 
ras nearly cut to pieces, very few escaping by flight. Animated 
y this success, the Enniskilleners quickened their march to 
»Jewtown-butler, near Groom Castle, where the Irish were pre- 
ared for battle, posted to advantage on a hill, approached only 
y a narrow road through a bog defended by artillery, and 
eemed so secure, that so far from fearmg an attack from so 
espicable a force as the EnniskiHeners, that they might have 
let the onset of an army even superior to themselves; but the 
Enniskilleners rushed furious over tiie bog, attacked their foes 
n the ascent, drove them from their guns which they tamed 
gainst them, and opened the road through the bog for their 
wn horse. In the first onset, Lord Mountcashel was taken 
risoner; this, with the taking of the artillery, spread such a 
anic through the Irish army, that they fled. A general root 
>ok place; they were pursued for three miles to the Comber 
V^ater (Castle Saunderson), and a terrible slaughter marked the 
nrsuit The flying foe were intercepted at Watling-btidge, 
nd a party of about 400, having made a stand in an angle of 
le river, where they neither asked quarter, nor shewed fight, 
ere driven into the river, and all perished. The enemr's 
)ss in the pursuit, in the battle, and in the defeat of Lord 
lare's regiment, was computed at 4,000 men; the remaining 
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3,000 fled up the river to Clounish. The EnDiskilleners an 
repated to have lost but 20 men killed, and about 50 wounded. 

66. Philip J/ekne^^ofi.— Philip lUelancthon was bom 16tl 
February, 1497, at Brettanin Saxony, alike remarkable in earl] 
youth for studious habits, promising talents, literary attain 
ments, and meekness of disposition. At the early age of abon 
20 he was appointed Greek professor at the University of Wit 
temberg, where Martin Luther was a doctor in divinity. Ai 
immediate and lasting friendship sprung up between these tw( 
great men, which only ceased with life. A singular coineidenc< 
occurred regarding them ; Luther came into the world 14 yean 
before Melancthon, and Melancthon remained on earth 14 years 
after Luther. He was the invaluable associate and confiden 
of the great Reformer, who was aided by his wise and temperate 
counsels, and great literary attainments. He forwarded th( 
Reformation by his writings, his piety, the bland and winning 
sweetness of his disposition and manners, his charity and bene 
volence, his home being ever open to the poor, who were nevei 
sent away empty. To him was assigned the important task o: 
framing the Augsburgh Confession ofFaithf the materials fo: 
which were furnished by Luther. Possessed of such excellence 
of character and abilities of mind, great but unavailing effort 
were made by the papists to gain him over to their cause, anc 
his name had obtained so much celebrity among the nations ai 
a champion of Reform, tbat he was successively invited b^ 
Francis I. of France, and Henry VIII. of England, to visi 
their respective courts, but which he declined. The mildnes: 
of his disposition, and the soundness of his judgment, were oftei 
of great use in keeping down the often too ardent and fiery zea 
of Martin Luther. His constitutional softness was by somi 
accounted too yielding; yet in all doctrinal points, he maintaine< 
the character of an enlightened and inflexible protestant. Th( 
integrity of his principles, and the intrepidity of his mind, burs 
forth on every occasion; and his biogi'apher relates, that whei 
Cardinal Campessegnis at last refused all toleration of th( 
protestant faith, he made this mild, bat resolute reply : 

" WeU, then, we commend ourRelves and*our concerns to God ; if H 
be for ns who can be against ns ? We shall wait with oatience whateve 
may happen to us. If it be necessary, we would (if i 

God) rather fight and die, than betray so many souls." 

69. George Walker,— The City of Deny 1 i 

with a siege, shut its gates on the 7th Decembei j 

James Hamilton arrived there on the 21st I 
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with a commission from King WiOiam, appointog CoUmei 
Lundy — who afterwards was found to be a traitor—goTMnor of 
the City. Already his conduct had created suspicion, and his 
subsequent acts prored his TiUany. About the middle of April, 
King James's forces approached Strabane, and great effartB 
were made by sereral gentlemen to raise regiments, and watch 
and report the movements of the enemy. One of the first and 
most active was the Rer. George Walker, Rector of Danougb- 
more. County Tyrone, Who, to aid and support the persecuted 
protestants, raised a regiment principally at his own expense. 
On the approach of the popish army at Stritbane, he quickly 
informed Lundy of the coming danger, who treated the intel- 
ligence as a fabe alarm. Mr. Walker, in obedience to Lnndy't 
orders, was stationed at a place called Long-causeway, but, hi 
consequence of the advance of the enemy — the passes of tli6 
river Foyle having been left unguarded through' tiie trickerf 
and evasive conduct of Lnndy — had to retceat for protectiolR^ 
Derry with his forces, the gates of which w^ shut against then 
by Lundy 's orders, and they remained all that night outside 
the walls. Ultimately Lundy, after several base attempts to 
surrender the town to King James, fled in disguise to ScoUand, 
and the Rev. Mr. Walker and Major Baker were i^ypointed 
govemorsr 

Very little has been handed down to ns of the conduct of Mr. 
Walker. He has left behind a work detailing the progress of 
the siege, which he called "a true account" of it; but his mo- 
desty prevented him saying much of himself. Yet the lew actions 
on record of him shew plainly the excellence of his character, 
and how admirably calculated were his rare qualities suited to 
the eventful time and place which made them so con^picnons. 

On the 21st of April, 1689, the siege commenced by a brisk 
cannonade from the enemy. The garrison sent ont a foret 
against the assailants, and here Walker's first heroic achefre- 
ment took place. Early in the onset the troops of the besieged 
were forced back. Walker, seeing the disastrous consequences 
likely to result from this retreat, mounted a horse, and by his 
energetic example rallied the men, and relieved Colonel Murrty 
who was surrounded by the enemy. During all the misery of 
the protracted siege. Governor Walker did every thing which 
wisdom and forethought could suggest; his prudence, couiagti 
and piety were evinced upon all occasions, and both by precept 
and practice, he kept alive in the breasts of the fkmished in- 
habilftntd sentiments of resignation, valor, and virtue. Although 
misery and death stidked around, his never-ceasing cry- was <'no 
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sarreniei'' ; aad on the SOth of July, he called together his 
emaciated fellow-sufferers m the Calhedral; be cheered their 
fainting hearts with the s|^rit of prayer and of prophecy; he told 
them '* of what importance their perseverance was to the pro- 
tectant reHgioa at that time**, and he prophetically annoanced 
** that they need not doubt, but tbatOod would at last deliyer 
them irom the difllculties they were under.'* His prediction 
WA8 veriJSed ; for in abool an hoar after his sermon, rdief came 
to ik» starving citisens. ISo great was tbe confidence reposed 
in him, and so high the opinion entertained of his abilities on 
all important occasions, that he was nnanimoosly chosen to 
present an address of thanks to King William and Queen Mary, 
for the assistance sent to the besieged City. He was most gra- 
ctously receive<i, and the king rewarded his eminent services 
bj a present of £^opa 

When the dege was mised. Governor Walker, considering 
that it would be incompatible with his sacred profession to hold 
any prominent position as a military man, resigned the com- 
mand of the regiment he had raised in favor of Captain White; 
hut his spirit could not rest while danger w«s abroad; although 
mpC in military command, he was still active in keeping alive the 
energies of the persecuted protestants. 

Kii^ William landed in Carrickfeigns on the 14th June, 1690, 
in the evening; he arrived at Belfast, and was met by Duke 
Schomberg, and other eminent persons, one of the most dis^ 
tingnished of whom was Doctor Walker, who hastened to follow 
the banner, of tiie Champion of civil and religious liberty, to 
whom he presented an address in the name o{ the episcopal 
<^rgy, introdoced by 4he Duke Schomberg. Alas! brave men, 
they loiew not while they were thus standing in the sun-shine 
ef royalty, that, in a few days, they would be enveloped in the 
siiadow of death, doomed to fall together at th(^ memorable 
ootzifliot of the Boyne. WiHiam and James were eager to meet, 
and decide their contest for the throne. They met — they 
fought— and WilUa« and liberty won the day. The brave 
Walker crossed the river with Schomberg, and very soon after 
the Duke was killed. Walker received a wound in the abdo- 
men, of whidi he died instantiy; 

At that bat^ the King was attended by brave men and 
ardent patriots, b«t Walker waa superior to them all ; for to the 
seal of bravery and patriotism which glowed in his heart was 
added the holy light of piety, whose benign influence like ** a 
small still voi^,'* chastened down the energies of the cMef to 
the merciful precepts of the divine. As the*s(4#^, he could 
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cheer men to the field of batUe; as the priest he led**^ them to 
religion, << whose ways are ways of pleasantness, and alliier 
paths are peace." 

70. A tong to the Lark* — The circnmstance here ststed ot 

" The lark's merry song 

Cheer'd the hero along/' 
is not mere poetical fiction; it is, at least, traditional. In the 
aatnmn of 1850, I had occasion to be on the demesne-lands ot 
Dowth, situate on the river Boyne, contignons to Oldbridge, 
and about a mile and a half beyond the obelisk/ and which hai 
been the patrimonial estate of the Lords NetterviUe, On my 
return into Drogheda, I was accompanied part of the way \rj 
an intelligent old peasant, whose ancestors had resided on the 
lands since the early part of the last century. We came down 
through King William's glen, and stoed beneath the obdi8k,at 
the foundation of which, my guide informed me his great grsnd- 
father was present; he also told me that he heard his father 
relate, who had it from his father, that on the morning of the 
memorable 1st July, 1690, King William arose shortly afttr 
the break of dawn, and about fire o'clock issued from his teni 
On the instant of his majesty's appearance, a lark was sees to 
ascend from behind the royal tent, and kept poised in the air, 
pouring forth the melody of his wild and spirited song, directly 
over the king's head, while he stood communing with his officers, 
and giving tibe orders for battle. After some time the bird de- 
scended, but again arose notfarfrom the spot where William stood, 
and again soaring above him, renewed his song with increased 
melody and life ; then fiying across the river towards the enemy's 
camp, in the direction of Donore, seemed with his songto intite 
the king onward, who, looking up, seemed to say, " Thou mar 
shallest me the way that I should go." From this circumstance, 
magnified by the zeal of the soldiers, into a positive indication 
of success, and a joyous omen of t glorious victory, the laik was 
long called in that country, " King William's bird — the bird of 
the Orangemen. 

71. John JTwox.— The Scottish Reformer was bom in 1505, 
at Gifford, in east Lothian; and before 25, was ordained a 
popish priest Constant reflection and close examination of the 
writings of Saints Jerome and Augustine, brought his mind la 
a deep reverence for, and a true knowledge of, the Holy BiWe. 
As a natural consequence, he became a protestant, aikd cfeiii^ 
avowed hU prtnoiples in 1542. This bold step brought dl(W 
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troubles; and it is stated that Cardinal Beantoan hired assassins 
to take his life. To escape the threatened danger, he fled to 
the castle of Saint Andrew, which haying capitnlatedto a French 
armament, Knox was carried to France, and made a galley 
slaTo. Here, for 19 months, he suffered all the rigours and 
indignities which the papists were accustomed to inflict upon 
heretics. He was li|^rated 1549, and from thence until his 
death, 1572, his life was one unceasing course of action, full 
of pietj, zeal, talent, holdness, and perseverance, in preaching 
and promulgating the doctrines of the Reformation in Scotland, 
Bngland, and Switzerland. The young King Edward VI. 
patronized him, made him one of his chaplains, und offered him 
a bishoprick, which he declined from religious scruples. He 
was the friend and intimate of Calvin, with whom he passed 
some portion of his exile when he fled from the persecutions of 
bloody Queen Mary. Under Mary Queen of Scots, he wis 
surrounded by difficulties and dangers, having to combat all the 
wily arts and fierce threatnings of that bigotted, criminal, and 
unfortunate woman, whose crimes he openly and fearlesly 
deBonnced. To keep alive the spirit of protestantism among 
the nobility, which all the fascinations of the Queen, and the 
power of the crown were used to frustrate, his pulpit oratory 
was powerful and unceasing in Edinburgh. The English Am- 
bassador to the Court of Scotland thus writes of him to Lord 
CecU: 

" The voice of one man is able, in an hour, to pat more life in ns, than 
six hundred trumpets continDaUy blustering in &ta ears.'' 

After along life of turmoil and danger, piety and firmness, 
he died at Edinburgh In the 67th year of his age, on the 24th 
November, 1579,. and the eulogy pronoimced over his body by 
Morton the regent, when laid in the grave, was as true as it 
was remarkable : 

** There lies he who never feared the'face of man.'' 
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